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DOLORES SHRANK CROUCHING IN A CORNER WITH TERROR-STRICKEN EYES. 
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was a mass of fragrant blossoms and delicate. 


The girl—a total stranger to almost everyone 
tn the crowded room—stood there for a moment, 
a rare picture against a background of green, 
looking amongst the villege notabilities like a 
creature of another world. 

The curate stared at her like a man In a dream, 

h he could scarcely have told what she was 
like if he had been asked. 

To him she was an angel—a creature of another 
aphere—a gorgeous vision of dark eyes, rippling 
hair, and roses, 

To hacia ott heame 3 a 
fal girl, >, with a slogular 
ease of movement. Her eyes were pane 
lustrous, and her hair almost black, 

She was very simply dressed in a white gown 
without any ornament save a broad aash of deep 
yellow, she had a great claster of roses of the 
same colour at her throat, 

She had taken off her hat ae she stepped on 
the little platform. It was large and heavy, she 
said, and her hair fell back from her face, and 
was colled on her shapely head {n what looked a 
careless and artistic fashion, but which was really 
the result of considerable labour, and took a 
long time to achieve, 

applause that followed her song was 
hardly over when a fassy-looking lady, very hot 
and red In the face, came up to the curate, holding 
poo F aniy: : ahe appeared little more—by the 


“Oh, Mr, Carew!” abe sald, “I have been | 





provoking, to say the least of it. 
“That Is Lady Underhili’s son,” the curate 
looking at the governess the while, and 
how little like a person called ' Wililam- 
son ” she looked. 


There waa the sir of high-breeding and culture 
about her, and she looked as if the " blood of all 
the Howards” flowed In her veins, 


“TI had no idea we bad euch talent in the 
neighbourhood!” he sald, awkwardly, ‘' Have 
acne eccrine mmr I did not 

i 


“That Mrs, Esmond had a new governess !” 
the girl replied, in a low, eweat voice that seemed 
to thrill the curate’s heart through and through. 
**{ derecay not, LTonly came lastnight, Jsup- 
pose the advent of dependent tn any family 
is not heralded by a flourish of trumpeta, If 4b 
had not been for the accident of Mize Esmond's 


cold——and she has one, I assure you, Briarfield | The 
probably been!gnoravt of my existence 
—till — ‘ab any rate,” 
She like @ young queen, as che shood 
who. 


to him; by the side of the valgar 
jotrodaced her as her children’s 
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song, while the contest, & 


fiot heard you sing them!” 
his curate felt ay if he should 





he to pay her compliments like 


What s pretty name!” he 
muttered, He had read it from the plece of 
music she had laid down at the conclusion of 


I will go away when 
have heard ber again, and I will not see her any 
more,” 


pss certainly ; the did not 
look like one to whom the. vapid as 
ditties of the day would. be familiar, nor exactly 
a lady’s song, either, as ladies. sing nowadays, 

room tlog with melody as she 
send oub the fall beauty of. her 


the ‘‘ Harp that once 
People Ustened poe bain a 


had finlsbed there was 





to her and took her away before she had time to 
ec oy 4pm those sround ber, 

“T had no it would take up all your after. 
noon, Miss Williamsop,” the Ourate heard hor 
eay, with considerable asperity, “or I shou!d not 


or | have permitted sach an Perhaps, 


now that you have really finished—{f you have 


"I have finished,” the girl replied, quietly, 
Witweamene 
“* Look after the children a little, if you please, 


roe Fp fatiguipg me and Miss Esmond very 


" Little foaps!” solfloquised the Curate, as he 
lanced at two loud- '. ls wh 
Senay cee 












been 
Esmond’s sore gn oe 
which were not-encugh to lay her up, but which 
totally inca from taking any part 


too. She sets up for a beauty, 1 Ne 

“We will soon alter that,” the lady sald, de- 
cisively. “I am not going to have any eccen- 
tricities in my house, I can tell you, child, Don’t 
be afraid of her, child. She s nob outshine 
you,’ 

“ Afraid of her! Absurd!” i 

Words will hardly convey the intense scorn of 
Miss Kemond’s face and tone as she uttered the 
words, and she was hardly civil to the grea lady 
and her son, who came up to them presently in 

with the Vicar to ask if Mies William- 
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fing at you 
“So I saw, dear t ¢* 


* You look like the wolf tm Red Ridiag Hood,” 
oe child replied, °**I don’t ike you.” y ea | 





.  OHAPTER II. 


“' Miss Witrtamson, I wish ‘to speak to yé 
I may ae well do it to-night." 


Uf you please, 


“Tf you madam.” 


Dolores Williamson, sitting alone fn the shab 
apartment considered good enough for a 
the Firs,’ as Mr. Esmond’s house 

her ‘bead as her employer 


room & 

called, lifted 

into the room, looking frate end exci 
cross, 
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noon, madam, I did that at your own request, 
as fer as the first song went; and ab the solict- 
tation of the clergyman—was It not !—and his 
friends in the second instance, You can hardly 
blame me much there. If you wish {t, my voice 
shall be silent for the fature as long ae I remain 
fo your establishment.” : ; 
“You are here to give my daughters lessona 


'} In singing, and not te display yourself publicly, 


You will remember that in future. 

**In fatare I will endeavour to obey you as far 
as I can, Iu there anythingelse{” 

Yes. And while we are on these subjects I 
may as wellepeak. Your style of dress will not 
sult me, unless you alter ft,”"- 

- madam {"- 


“ Juss so. ; 
“What is the matter with ft } I conld nob 
Well wear an; almpler than thiy!” 


* down © a8 
dress-as she spoke, with & little 6, and walted 


that dress, except, perhaps, that {tts yoo stylish 
creer eat we sering at you. ‘You looked 


80— 
08, @ what you are, I like all my ”’ (she: 
had nearly said “servants,” but sho sheckil we 


self In time), “employés to dreas with due 
to thelr position and mine,” 


ein pie "you wish me fo das Itk 
ail ooh 4% haath me to dress like 


"You need have no feat on that ‘score, 
madam,” Dolores “Willlameon sald, with such 
‘bitter scorn in her heart ‘that eome of ft found 


| Tte way on to her tongue, “I should never attempt. 
can worn by éfther Milas Esniond or 


ourself. Lcannot alter my style of dress, I 
sve nothing fn’ wardrobe that smincks of 
Slee J. jams jebile, $a. your serves 
t ¥ in your 3 ' 
what you at ft, T.rhink, As far as this after- 
noon went, if I had known that s white dress ab 
a bazaar would be objected to I should not 


| have worn fi, ‘The fidwers and sash I added, 


néver dreaming they would be cotieidered too 
fine, I was going to sing on a public platform. 
I natarally thought a little adornment ad- 
miseible.” ; 

¥ Pei it waa,” Mrs. Esmond said, feeling 
+ she was not getting the best, of ft, 
‘* Bat yon will understand another time.” 

“J shall understand thet you object to any- 
that pleases the eye,” the girl aafd. “ You 
may be easy, I will never endeavour to 
ontahing avy of your family, And [ will look 
better than m7 6 allof them,” she added, sotto 
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Wb, cher” efaalele Fitting 


thie ‘afternoon. 


ot exactly ifke s sefvant, of coutee, but 
nob to copy our “daughters and my’ 
own, I mean, 


herself, and would have aothing to do with the 
children’s music-leesons. 

Misa Williamson's credentials were unimpeach- 
able, She had a testimonial from a clergymen of 
good repute, in whose femfly she had ilved some 
time, and who testified to her good qualities. 

Mrw, Esmond looked ont the gentisman’s name 
{fn the Ciergy List and wrote to him, Theanswer 
cams back by return of post. 

He was very happy to recommend Mea 
Williamson, of whore services all roand be could 
not speak too bighly. He only. hoped that her 

delicate health would not stand in her way, 
There wasino sign of fll-health avout ber now, 
and Mrs. Esmond questioned her aboat st. 
She had been lll, she said, at Latterby, the 
name of ‘the: Rev; Mr. Prouting’s place, but he 
and his wife were both nervous folks, and always 
in a state of auxlety abcat the health cf their 
daughter and everybody eles with wham they 
came {fn contach,. There had never been anything 
of consequence the matter with ber, 
“They took too much care of me, I. think,” she 
ssid, when Mrs. Esmond questioned her about it. 
They were.tod good to me.” 
¢oMand Eamond refased to: believe In Misa 
Williamson, or to like her in any way, 
§' Latterby ts a sleepy, old-world, parish,” she 
aaid.. “ And I cannot believe that a-girl like that 
ever existed.there for three years, mamma, Are 
you eure there fs no mistake |” 
“My dear child, here is Mr. Peouting’s 
letter”. Mre.. Esmond ald, “There is no 
walgtake anywhere. I euppose they were musical, 
and liked her for that.’ 
*¥ don’t like her for anything,” Miss Mand 
replied, fretfnily, I wish we bad never asked 
her if she could sing. I wish ahe had never come 
here, that I do.” 
*§My doar child, she will not stand In your 
way.” 

“Yes, she will, She has already. Did you 
not see how everybody atared at her when she 
wae on the. platform in that ridiculous dress 
clinging round her like # dishcloth, and that 
ontrageous sash! The men got about her like a 
swarm of bees; ft was perfectly disgusting | 
Joscelyn Carew stared at her like a perfect Idiot, 
and did nob seem to eed, that there was anyone 
else in. the room afterwards, And Lady Under- 
hill and. Mr, Dairymple, too, paying her all sorte 
of ridienlons compliments, as {f no one had ever 
eung a song before. She looks like av actress, and 
not Uke anyone from a respectable house,” 

"She shall not get to the front again like that, 
my dear! Jt waw the accident of your sore throat. 
You will ece- Mr. Dalrymple again somewhere 
elee; and as for Mr, Carew, there will be no 
flirtations-between the carate and my governess, 
you py rest assured of that.” 

‘Tam not sosure of that,’ Maud sald to 
herself, after her mother had left ber. ‘ That 
will flird with anyone and everyone that she 


1) Maud Esmond was a psst-mlatress {n the aclence 


of fileting, and she knew, perhaps, better than her 
mother what to expect from the beautifal 


governess, 

She had taken Miss .Willlamson’s measure 
more-correctly than Mre. Esmond had done, and 
so had her little sister—the one who professed so 
much admiration for her new teacher. 

Katie Ecmond wasa sharp child, and 4 very 
few hours served to show her that she would hava 
an fadul preceptress as Jong av she minded 
her own , and shut ber eyes to what Mies 
Williamson didnot choose that ehe should see, 


‘} and that she would ged off a greatp.many dis- 


agreeable lessons by knowing nothing thab.she was 
bidden ramon and flattering her governess 
on every opportunity. 

She wondered a Ifttle. where all the good 
qualities had gone to that Mr. Proutirg had 
£0 warmly.abont; but she was 


3 


written 
|.shrewd girl, snd it wag no business of hers, So 
she ‘hald 


her tongue, and did not tell her. raothor 
that she knew s great deal more on. some subjects 
than Miss Willlameon did; and.ehe scolded her 
alster for her dislike, in which the child. never 


|} wavered; and wormed herself into the good graces 


of the governess, 70 thateverything went smoothly 





enough. 
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Joscelyn Carew made more than one oppor- 
tanity for a vielt to the Esmonda’ house, ban he 
never managed to see Dolores Williamsor. He 
could look at her in church, where she sat between 
her pupile with a still, grave face of such fofinite 
beauty that he almost forgot his cffice, and let 
the knowledge of her presence come between him 
and the holy traths that he was there to teach. 

She was always either out or engaged when he 
made an excnse for vial the Firs, and she 
never seemed to walk anyw. she was likely to 
weet bin. 

He was not to know how every moment of her 
time was watched and ordered by Mrs. Esmond 
and the jealous Maud, the latter of whom schemed 
vo be his frequent companion in his village labours, , 
and was al foremost in any charch decoration 
or parleh gai g*, from which the governesa— 
as belog below the salt, as {) were—was carefully 
excluded, 

More than one inquired after the girl 
with the wonderful voice, and the Vicar was 
carlous to know why she did not join the choir, 
Mre. Esmond ahswered for her that she was eby, 
and did not wish to put herself forward ; that 1 
singing at the bszaar had been almost an accident, 
which she did not wish to repeat; in short, she 
managed to give the worthy gentleman, who was 
not very far-seeing, an idea that Dolores William- 
son was by no means an amiable girl and that the 
village was quite as well without her. 

It was not true. No one could be more 
smiable than the dark-eyed governess when it 
sulted her purpose to be so, and she was playing 
the réle now to perfection. 

She lived her life and bore the confinement and 
the coldness and the tncessant sharp words that 
seemed to be her portion with angelic sweetness ; 
but she wore her artistic-looking dresecs, and 
looked as someone ecetatically sald, likes medieval 
salnt by the side of the common-place" girl of 
the period ” style of Maud Esmond. 

Maud tried copying her clinging gowns and 
broad sashes for a time; but the result was 
supremely ridiculous, She looked more common- 
place and unrefined than ever, and gave up the 
attempt in disgust, 

More than a month had passed since her arrival 
in Belarfield before Joscelyn Carew managed 
to a word with her, except the few he hed 
epoken at the never-to-be-forgotten bazaar, and 
by that time he had come to think of very little 
elae. 

It was 9 weird, nucanny fascination, The face 
end voice of the unknown girl seemed to fill his 
very life, and exciude all earthly things but the 
remembrance of her eyes and the sound of her 
neon him he thin 

People told was growing pale and ; 
his landlady pestered him with advice, and 
bemoaned his altered condition to her gossips, 
He perslated that nothing alled him. How could 
he tell the good woman that he was well-nigh 
bewitched with love for a girl of whom he knew 
nothing !—who might be the promised wile of 
some other man for aught he knew to the 
contrary ? 

He was walking through the village one after- 
noon when he met Edward Dalrymple riding 
somewhat Hetlessly along. Tuey stopped to chat, 
the young man greeting him, saylog, in a sur- 
prised tone,— 

“‘ Why, Carew, whatever have you been doing 
te yourself }” 

é sey. was the reply. ‘ Why?” 

“You look as if you had had, or were going to 
have, & bad illness. You are worn and haggard, like 
a man broken with want of sleep, You are working 
too bard,” 

“No; my work is not hard. People tell me I 
em not looking well. I suppose I am getting a 
little out of condition.” 

‘That iz a mild form for it, I should say. 
Why, what fs ib? You Mush like a girl!” as the 
etrate started violently, and his face flamed. 
“Oh, oh!" he said to himself, with a long low 
whistle, as an eminently graceful girl came sud- 
deuly round a corner, and went into a little shop 
that served as post-office to the village. ‘‘ Ian’t 
that the gir! with the volce, that sang at that 
bazaar of yours !” 

“ That is Mies Willfamson |” 





‘* And you have been falling In love with her, 
and let ' concealment, like a worm f' the bud,’ 
&e,, or ie ib that the maiden is cold, and says 
you ns ! Li 

“Don’t cheff; there’s a good fellow!” 
Joscelyn Carew sald, ‘I have never exchanged 
a word with Miss Williaméon elnce you saw her 
yourself |" 


CHAPTER Iil. 


" Harp hit, I am afraid," Mr. Dalrymple sald. 
" Take Carew |” 

“ What do you meap |” 

“I hardly know. I have s sort of feeling 
that there is danger connected with that girl. 
~ as much out of getty pecuntry vasa 

@ governess to a pack of common-p 
aildren as an eagle would be sifting on hens’ 
aay menses I have seen her before,” 

“ Where ” 


“ Ab! that Is what I have racked my brains 
unsuccessfully to find out, From the momenb 
when I saw her standing there under the roses to 
sing to your bazaar folks I was sure I knew her 
face. It will come back te me sometime where 
ft was.” 

“I don’t think she has-lived avywhere within 
your kep,"’ the curate sald, keeping his eyes fixed 
on the door of the post-office, ‘ Her history fs 
pretty well known here. She was governess in s 
quiet clergyman’s familly for three years before 
she came to Mrs, Esmond,” 

“ That gizlt” 

“ Mise Williamson |—yes |” 

"Never! Look here, Carew! There's some 
jugglery in this thing. Don’t entangle yourself 
with her, there’s a good fellow, She is a woman 
with a history, depend on {t,” 

**A history which is known i” 

‘Nol Take my word for ft, it Is not. I tell 
you I have seen her somewhere, I shall kaow 
some time.” 

‘And I tell you you have nob, unless you 
have been at Latterby, In Northumberland, dar- 
ing the past three years, She ‘hardly stirred 
from the Rectory there all that time, Mre, 
Esmond has been most particular In her in- 


“And you seem particalarly interested In 
also?” 


‘*T was curlous, as everyone else war. Mize 
Williamson {fs too uncommon a person not to 
excite interest,” 

“Don’s let her exclte too much in yon,” 
Eiward Dalrymple said, more gravely than !b 
was his wont to speak, ‘ Mischief will come of 
ft if you do. Don’t be rusty about it, old fel- 
low! Iam eure of whatI say. I have seen the 
girl somewhere, and fp wasn’t In any country 


jane Carew was “rusty,” as his friend 
called it, and let him see that he thought his In- 
terference unwarrantable ; and parted with 
jast a ebade of coldness on both " 

The cause of the discussion, meanwhile, 
watched them both from the window of the 
post-office, wondering not a little what they were 
talking about, 

* At last,” she sald to herself, “I shall have 
the pleasure of meeting Mr, Joscelyn Carew, It 
has only been a meeting of eyes hitherto; but 
eyes can speak, and the curate’s have not been 
atlent, Ji Carew—not a bad name, nor a 


great, dark eyes seemed 
Carew 


1” she said gently, 
ost shyly, and made as if she would have 


Mies Willismvon |"* -he sald, and bis voice was 


you except at church ! 
“ Have you ever tried }” she asked. 
" Tried } have ab Mre. Esmonda’s 
countless times. the habit of calling 


called 

there frequently : yon buala kno 
on ess, you w 

—and I have always asked 

that you were engaged. Mrs, Esmond——-" 

‘*Ie somewhat strict with her servants, Mr, 
Carew. She does not allow company—foilowers, 
Is not that the word t’’ . 

po sonpendh = ag a a 

“Tam governess, It same to 

her. She pays me wages, and I am bound to 
obey. her. That I am out to-day without my 
pupils is due to the fact that she herself is un- 
wel), and hed some rather lar letters to 
post, and 2 commisaion or two to be executed in 
the village which it was not expedfent to speak 
of before my interestiag pupils, who procisin 
everything they hear as fndustriously as town- 
criers ; bub I daresay you are acquainted with 
the young ladles |'’ 
. “ Qalte as much as I wish to be,” the curate 
said, laughing, And then the two walked awsy 
together towards the Firs—nesrly a mile distan: 
~—he entering an elysium of his own creating, 
manufactured out of the glances of her lastrous 
dark eyee—she with certain words in the leticr 
whe had jast reed burning themselves into her 
memory, aud making her smile at every tremuions 
word and eager look that the stricken curate 
turned in her direction. 

The ice was broken, and in less than a week 
Mrs, Esmond was reprimanding her governess 
for what she called her scandalous conduc) fs 
allowing the curate to make “clandestine as- 
siguations with her.” They had met agalo ani 
again, and Joscelyn Carew was in the seventh 
heaven of ecatatic delight. 

“I have made no sesignations as you call it 
with anyone, madam,” the girl “4 og quietly. 
" T bave as much right to speak to Mr, Jocelyn if 
he chooses to honour me with his notice as your 
daughter has,” 

“My daughter!" exclaimed the irate lady, 
— dare you compare yourself with her!” 

“It was yery presumptuous on my pars, 

>” was the unrufiled answer. ‘’ Mica 
Eamond shonld never be put in comparison with 
& mere governess; but I repeat my words, 
have as much right to epeak to the 
Rev. Joacelyn Carew a# anyone in the. village, 
and shall continus to do so without asking any- 


one’s pce 
“ Miss iafison, you are insolent.” 


‘*Not willingly, madam. Your own words 
forced mine from me. I am not a child or « 
servant to be ordered what I shall do or net do 
in such s tyrannical manner.” 

“Ip will not sult me to keep you if you {u- 
dalge in such sentiments here, . Everyone at tho 
Firs is to obey and be guided by me. .I repeat 
I will have no more such goings on as these 
with Mr. Carew, who ought to be ashamed of 
himeeif.’ 

“Tam not aware that I have done anything 

be ashamed of,” Dolores Williamson F 
he quiet tone that was so exasperating to the 
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good enough to lo 
Part haan to me. 
why to you, pray? What is he to 


y future huaband !" replied the girl, with 
a sraile, 

‘ Tt is falee,” almost scresmed Mrs. Esmond, 
forgetting all her ity in her rage ad the 
announcement, ‘* How dare you to utter such 


wicked 

“Tp fa no falsehood, madam. He intends to 
tell you himself—to-morrow, I believe, I should 
not have spoken about {tb but for your false and 
unladylike insinvationr.” 

“ I refuse to belleve euch an im story; 
Miss Williamson,” the irate lady persisted. 
“Either you have been strangely mistaken, or 
you have invented the tale altogether. Mr. 
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Carew is far too cautious a young man to 
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to your daughters, 
“They are ab least as worthy of respect as 
yours or your husband’s,” she added, a little 
spitefally, and Mre. Esmond fairly foamed with 
rage, and could nob speak to answer her for s 
moment. 


Mr, Esmond, for all his greatness in Brlarfield, 
hea life In a ter’s shop in a North 
of town, and wife, the fashionable 
indy of Briarfield, had been a milliner’s eppren- 


2 


to forget that 
ferent from a atihende folks that all their 
neighbours knew them. 

Dolores Williamson bad hit the blot when she 


before she could reply to her. 

"How dare you!” she hissed, “you auda- 
clous—— ; but I will have no more of euch In- 
eolence In my house: You wi)l prepare to leave 
at once, madam ; and ff Mr, Carew chooses to 
marry @ person who has been diemlssed for in- 
solence and fogratitude—a person of whom 
nothing fs known——” 

* what you professed to be perfectly 
satisfied with yourself. Pieme to remember 
that!” the girl sald, quietly, her extreme cool- 
ness only adding to Mre. Esmond’s rage. ‘‘ As 
I sald, Iam Mr. Carew’s s ffiinced wife ; it might 
be as well to allow me to leave your house ina 
quiet manner for your own The fact of 
your turning me out directly you were acquainted 
with the fact that your daughter had falled to 
win him for herself might set people remarking 
on your vowel 

“Mr, Carew ia in the dining-room, ma'am, if 
you please,” said a servant appearing at the door 
at this moment, and Dolores laughed—a little 
amused laugh, that nearly sent Mre. Esmond 
into a fit of hysterics. 

“‘] need say no more cn the subject. I will 
ieave you to speak to Mr. Carew yourself,’ Miss 
Williacsson said. ‘* He will corroborate what I 
have told you, ff ib is necessary that he should 
do so, I am to anderstand, of coufse, that I 


. mad, 

‘I don’t think he 1s, and I don’t quite see 
hat the vicar can do in the matter, Mr. Carew 
his own master, and no one has any right to 
dictate to him,” 

“ He is not bis own master In this parish— 
and we shall see.” ‘ 

“ We shall,” Miss Wilamson retorted, smiling ; 


- 


Mr, Esmond remembered his own young days, 
eee with them, wondering a little 
at the odd expression that came into she girl's 
face when her lover spoke of their poverty, It 
gave him the notion, somehow, that she had 
money, and was keeping it a secret, 

* So it fs public property now, my darling!” 
the curate sald, as bade his betrothed good- 
night, pressing her in his arms and kissing her 
uptarned face as if he could never be eatiefied, 
“ All the village will know it to-morrow. Mr. 
— can never keep anything to hbim- 

“TI does not matter,” she sald, looking up at 
him with eyes full of “It must be known 


went up to her own room and 
shud herself in, and took out a letter from her 


ting 

“ Have I wade a fool of myself, after allt” 
she anid. ‘ Will the news never come!” 

The next morning saw Joscelyn Carew at Mrs. 
Eemond’s door at_the earliest moment he eculd 
possibly venture to call. His face was very 
white, and he looked almost like a man walking 
in his alesp. ; 

.“Ts anything the matter, sir?” asked the 
ee to him, alarmed at bis 


pale t ‘ 

“ Nothing, thank you. Oan I see Mics William. 
son Immediately ; that fs, if Mrs, Esmond will 
eet io? I have something important to say to 


“ Missis fan't op, sir, I will call Miss Wil- 
Mamson,” was the reply ; and in a very few 
moments Dolores was standing beside him, look- 
ing inquiringly into his face, 

“Dear, what is it}” she asked, her own voice 
trembling, and her cheeks flushing. There was 
a sparkle in her eyes that he would have won! 
dered at if he had not been too preoccupied with 
his wonderful news to notice anything. 

“Can you bear a surprise, darling--a great 
and joyfal one?” he asked, and ebe hid her face 
on his breast as she murmured her answer, lest 
he might read the expression in her face too 


readily. 

«Wo ball not be poor, Dolores. There will 
be no hard work, no privation in the futore, 
Gatling! I am almost mad with joy when I 
think of 16,” 

‘* What do you mean!” she asked fslteringly. 
“ Has anyone presented you with a living }” 

" Better than that, dearest, a fortune. Read— 
read this. It has only jast como, but it Is trae. 
Ib is from my unele’s men of business—mine 
teo, 

She took an open letter from his hand and 
read it, while her own trembled so that the 
words seemed to dance before her eyes, It set 
forth that Mr. Jocelyn Carew of Batavia had died, 
and left his sole fortune to his , Jc scelyn 
Arthur Carew, who was to proceed at 
once to London to see them about it, At a rough 
guess about sixty thousand pounds was th 
it would 


A t later, Edward alttin 
ounide tee Hotel Victoria ab Bee ina a letter 
t into hie handas he loltered over his break- 


" From Carew, I declare !” be sald to his com- 


panion, another friend of college days, who had 
also known the curate slightly. “ has he 
got tosay, I wonder? By Jove!” 


“ What's up?” asked his friend, 








OHAPTER IV, 


EnwarD DauryMP_e let no time pass before 
he ves out for Fogland, leaving bis friend at 
Bingen, His motive, whatever it was, wae a 
strong one, for he told his companion he wouid 
stop the marrisge at the risk of losing the friend- 
ship of Joscelyn Carew for ever. 

] shall be sorry to do that,” he said, " for be 
is m good fellow, bub I cannot see him throw him- 
self away on a—I need not say what she is, but 
she fs no wife for him,” 

** You are sure you know her, Dal: ymple{"’ 

Assure asi kncw that lam steading hero 
talking to you,” Edward Dalrymple replied. 
" Good-bye, old fellow, 1 will meet you again at 
Brueselr.” 

He steyed nowhere on his way home, made 
straight for the hotel he geverally ured when ib 
London, and med Joscelyn Carew emerglog from 
the entrance of ib witha lady on bie arm. 
started back with an exclamation of disappoint. 
ment, Somethlog fn the leok of triumphin the 
dark, handeome face of the gir] told him that 
his errand was fraitiete, 

Too late!” he gesped out, as Joscelyn Carew 
came forward with a celighted face to greet him, 

** Too late for what!” he said. ‘ Dairy ple, 
fg 16 really you? How gled I am to ese you, 
You are nob too late to congratulate me. This 
fe my wife, Mrs. Carew,” and there was 8 world 
of love and tenderness {n his tone as he nitered 
the words, ‘‘ You have ceen her once before, I 
know, though I daresay you do not remember 
it ” 


“Yes, I have seen the lady, and I remember 
her welJ,” the young man replied, ‘‘I only meant 
that I war too late to wish you all happiness on 
your wedding-day.” 

**No one was able to do that ; we stole a march 
on everyone, Dolores-—that is, we—did not want 
any fase over the thing. There has been gorsip 
enough over my affaira in Briartield to last a life- 
time, Are you going to stay here! Shall we nes 
you again }” : 

“I always put up here, I shall be glad to 
make Mre, Carew’s acquaiptacce,’’ 

He went into the hotel, and the curate 
looked after him with something of concern on 
his face. 

" Something is the matter,” he said. ‘I never 
saw Dalrymple look so troubled before.” 

'* Been losing monéy, perhaps | ” his bride said. 
" He did nob seem particularly inclined to be clvii 
to me,”’ 

“He fa the best fellow going when you know 
him, dear! I know you will like him.” 

“T daresay I shall if you do,” Delores enid, 
indifferently. “Never mind him now, dear! 
We are losing our day; we shall see him by- 
and-by.” 

Joscelyn Oarew was in a fool's paradise. 
© Earth seemed Heaven'’ to him juet now. He 
had won his bride and come Into possession 
of his money, and life was just a delightfal 
dream. 

He was generally a sensible, earnest young 
fellow, ardent !n doting good, and self-sacrificing 
toa , but his happiness had weil-nlgh turned 
his It was 4 new thing to have money to 
spend as he pleased, and to be able to go hither 
and thither as his darling chose, 

Already he had planned a home for her. He 
had an estate in view, which was to be their future 
residence, but Dolores pleaded for delay. 

* Let us go abroad a little while first,” she said. 
“J have had euch dail times of it Jately that my 
capacity for enjoyment fs amezing. We can settle 
down into hundrum country people when we bave 
looked about a little.” 

He consented, as he would have done to any- 
thing she proposed, She was / no means exacting 
or extravagand as yet. Hedid nob dream thas 
she meant to stay away from England when once 
she had crossed the Channel, and that she objected 
with all her might to anything like settling down 


She did not tell him. It would do by-atd-by, 
ly measured his capacity 

She had only to look 
, to turn those great dark eyes of hers 
4d he would have cold his soul, if 
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ah 6 ae were possible, to gratify any whim 


She had told him all her past as far back as she 
could remember it.. Hers had:been: a» atruggling 


& certain amount of edacation for the ! 
girl, and e elbaation was found for her ; and ‘her 
expenses pald thither, on condition that her 
cousin saw a0 more of hersaad she had supported 
herself ever since. : . 

This was the true history df Dolores Willlam- 
aon, as could be teatified by: pleaty of: psople; 
and Jocelyn Carew kissed her when she related: 


as she sat alotie for 
Was-over, the 
soft light of the lamps falling on her rich drésa and 
ehlcing halr, Tae days were drawing in a little 
—for it was autumn when the news came of the 
fortune that had come to Jososlyn Carew—and a 
bright fire burned in the 
@ Dolores wore a dress that would have» been 
staring sud somewhat ouéré on any one else, but 
which sulted ber dark beauty, and made her look 
almost regal fn ber loveliness, I wae heavy for 
a bride, but che was nob choosing her costumes 
with any reference to her recent marriage, She 
jest wore what made her look best; and this 


, dress—ali crlmaon velveb and satin — urtisti- 


cally blended, glowed aboub heriand lib up her 
loveliness In a welrd fashion that wea. startling 
and curious in Ibe effect, She. wore very little 
ornamen 6 needed. none, One. or two rings 
of price glittered on her fingers, and costly 
brooch fasteped the Jace ather throat, Diamoud 
aolitatres matchiog the brooch giistened in her 
shapely ears, but hor magnificent hafr was 
unadorned, and wound about her fn-a statuesque 
coll, very different from the studied carelessness 
of lta arrangement ab the Brierfield bezier, She 
was looking into the fire half dreamily, wondering 
how long husband would. be-—hs had goue 
downstaira to ses the landlord.on business-——when 
& tap came to the door, 

* Come fn,” she, sald, thinking to see no one 
more {mportant than a waiter with same question 
or other ;bat Edward: Dalrynipie stood in the 
doorway. 

She started to, hor feat with something very 
like fear io her face, which turned deadly white 
as she confronted him. 

‘* ET hope I did nob startle you, Mra, Carew 1” 
he eald, 

“T think you did, Iwas in a brown study. 
Will you not sis down’? My husband wilk be up 
directly,” 

* Toank you, I only cane for a word with you. 
You know me, Mrs.~-—, bud I see you do.” 

‘TY know you that dey at Briarfield,” she 
replied, and her voice sonaded harsh and broken 
as she answered him, I hoped you did not know 
me. What do you want with me! I am Mr. 
Onvrew's wife, and he is setisfied, Whathave you 
or aay man to do with 1p?” 

" Ho fe aatisiied because he knows of nothing 
to make him otherwive--because he thinks he 
haa taken au fynocent girl to his heart, who 
hat led e blameless life of industry and purity, 
Do you think he would be satisfied if -he knew 
that "” 


" How do you know that he dogs not know— 
that I have not told. him} Why do you come 
here to tormeat me with questions}. Can you not 
let the past die! I can, and bary It—stamp it 
down with relentleas fest till no whisper of tt cau 
ever rise to confront me!” 

‘The past la noth eo easily killed,” Edward 
Dalrymple said, quietly, “You had no right to 
let an hones, true man give his, heart into 
keeping withous selling him what that past had 
been, Do you think » man lke’ Joscelyn Carew 


your | appearance, the 





would have taken you your antecedents 
He would have died rather than pollute himself 
with——" - 


Sen OP Aen er, gute SA leen-ene stom 


** Not ff all. your pash were lald bare before 
him—xot If, Lord Pyetmere told his story and 
the manager of the L'Esoile fo Parls narrated his 
experioncs of you}. You see I am acqualated with 
a many events In your life,” 

‘I am not afraid of Lord Pystmere, nor of my 


‘| old friend of the L’Etolle,” ahe sald, with a slight 
‘quiver of her Ip, 


“They conld make my hus- 
band uncomfortable, of course, but they cannod 
undo the fact thas be is my hus . Is lt 
worth your while to stir op the mad? Were 
yee 80 good in those days that you waat to bring 

ack again that you can throw dirt ab me} I 
am nod afraid of that part of the past you make 
so mach of.” 

* She has something che is afraid of—s hlatory 
farther back than anything I know of,” Edward 
Dalrymple eald to bimself, as he watched ber 
face and saw ft change, “ What fs it, I 
wonder }” ’ 

He looked at her for a moment with a puzzled 
feeling ; {n apite of bravado's troubled look had 
come {into her eyes. 

“You will not betray me,” she sald, “ You 
will not spoil his happiness. He believes. me to 
bea good woman, Let him think fc for a little 
while. I am golng to be an honest, true wife to 
him, so help me Heaven, if I am let alone.” 

“You will be for me,” the young man sald, 
gravely and sadly ; ‘bub 1 will come out some 
day. Taooee things always do, If you are wise you 
will tell Carew everything—keep nothing back ; 
the sorrow of {t will be easier to bear now than 
fn after years. Do not keep anything from him; 
tell him all—all your life from a child; there 
ma be much In it to excuse what I know 


of it, 

*Alll” shesald, with o shiver, while a ghastly 
— overspread her face, ‘' Ah, heavens, no | 

on"t torture me—don't talk to me any more, 
or I shall go mad.” 

She threw herself down on the cushions of the 
couch and barst’ Into passionate tearr, and he 
watched her wonderingly, 

"Ib ts nob the Pyetroere affair,” he sald to him- 
self, ‘ft fs farther back than that, Poor Carew 
~-poor fellow! There is « black fature before 
him if Tam not mistaken. How did she come 
where he firet saw her? What jugglery turned 
oe Be aay my lebanon Ab, 
well ! ‘tls best, ps, to let sleeping dogs lie ; 
thefr awakening {a apt to be rough on someone, 
T only hope that Pyetmere is done with, for her 
husband's sake.” 

He bent over her and sald a few reassuring 
words, Hs was sorry for ber; he had seen 
something of the — when a young 
actress and singer had the heads of some 
of the idle frequenters of the theatre where she 


was engoged, 
She had diva as suddenly az she had 
arisen, and he had next seen her installed in a 


; 
r 


quarrel, a refusal of all settlements, and a dis- 
inion being that 
Darine Vane had tarned Cathollc and entered ‘a 
convent. 





"Yon are Tam thinking of m 
friend, peeps we feel when .the trath 
sr i wamaene ing saapraten Angel 
» 1] 5 Wwe are golog a 
snquaaheimanes He will never know, 
ana he. loves will not believe idle 
stories,” Uhh tae 


face). “Take my advice and tell him yourself. 
He may be shocked, bat he is a good max, and 
he will forgive.” Fie Tat 7 

“ Not 1,” she sald, shaking «her 


“You do nop know him if you 
Leave me now ; he fe coming back ; I hear 
footstep.” Aig V4 
“Nay, I will stay and speak to him, Have 
fear. will reveal. nothing ; indeed yon. may 
trast me, until——" : ’ i 
* Datil when #” Wi t 
‘Until you deceive him in any fresh way? 
"Then you trust me till death,” she said, 
quietly, ‘I shell never wish to do that,!’') * 
She had regained her composure by the time 
her hueband entered the room, though there was 
ae us redness about her eyes that he 
upon when they were once more alone 


no shadow had arisen to mar 
happiness. 
Dolores-was gay and seemingly happy, and 
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of a sudden her face turned grey, like 


a corpse, and with s gasp she fell from 
{n @ swoon, : 
Terrified 


gf 
4 


beyond measare, J 
ravg for help, and she was lald on & ec 
restoratives applied ; but {t was long 
came to herself, and when she- 
delirious and {neoherent, 
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* Don’t see him, Jocelyn ; he——” : 

The sentence was not Roished, for the owner 
of the card was In the room before she could 
qnasias te Gouna: wan 

$ nota bnew 

‘Dhar, one's otrouge,ball-fasolens look on his 
face, and Jocelyn did not statid on ceremony with 

“\] think there fs some. mistake,” he sald. 
“J have mob ‘the p of your acqualat- 


ance,” 
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“No, you don’t know me; bub this lady 
d.es,” the man ed. “Sol have found you 
ab last, my lady, have I$” : 

“ Bow dare you! What do you mean!” Mr. 
Cerew began ; but somehow the words stuck in 
his throat, and o horrible dread almost stépped 
the of his heart, . 

“She knows,” the man eald. ' Look at 
her,” for Dolores had shrunis crouching In s 
corner with terror-stricken = 

“What do you mean{"” Jocelym Carew 
repeated, ” What le this lady to you /” ' 


CHAPTER Y. 


JosomuyN Carxw stared at the speaker In be- 
wilderment, doubting the evidence of his senses, 
It seemed to hia as if he must surely be dream- 


‘'[—Iidon’t anderstand !” he gasped, huskily. 
“ You say this lady is———” 

"My wife,” the man replied, y. ‘She 
dare uot look me In the face and ie’? 

She could not; she only hid her face as he 
pointed at her, and shuddered. 

“Will you hear what I have to say, sir?” 
John Martin said. ‘ I-will be as short In the 
asIcan. I can guess what it must be to 
Te ee ee ae 

ce.” , 

“Goon,” the curate eald, haskfly, his voice 
sounding ta his own ears as {od belonged 
to some one else. *' Say what is to be 
sald, and lep me know the worst." 

The le worman fn the-corner of the 
room raised her head, and e¢ hoareely, 

"Tt is a lle, Josoelyn, a lel Will you 
take @ stranger's word before maine? Will you 
let this man, whom you heve vever seed before, 
come between us, and your life” 

"Itie the trath, sir,” the unwelcome guest 
«aid, quletly, “I am not such a villain as to try 
and come between mau and wife, as she would 
make out. She ls my wife—lawfully married to 
me at Boldover Oharch {nm ‘War seven 


; 


**Qo'on," Joxcelyn’ Carew sald again, ** List 
jek yi tt al}, and then—ah, Heaven! what 


of the prettiest girl {2 «ll the country s 
and the had been lucky: 
enough to win her 


"Tt waa the old story, sla pretty woman in 
a humbie home, and a rich gentleman with lying 
Hps and a fair, false face, He had plenty of 
time to ride to our cottage door, and talk now 
and then with the wife, who was sometimes 


alone. 

“He found what he wanted, curse him !—a 
woman who cared more for fine clothes, and 
jewels, and the life of excitement and pleasure 
he promieed her than for an hopest man’s love. 
She lefb me, and I swore to kill the man who bad 
dishonoured me and ruined her,” 

“ And you did }” 

Joacelyn Carew hissed ont the words, feeling 
as if nothing but blood could wipe out euch a 


“Nos he nearly killed me, I struck him in 
the face like the coward that he was as he got 
out of his carrlage one night at the door of a 
London theatre, with my wife on his arm, He 
was aatrong man anda trained athlete. I was 
weak from grief, snd worn with searching for 
the woman I had lost. He tarned upon me and 
knocked me down,-and beat me before I could 
getup again, till I knew zo more, and f 
myself in a hospital the next day, feeling as if 
every bone in my body was broken. His lord- 


6—a stranger. He would not press 
said he was going abroad ; and 
no one to teli the tale of my. wrongs 
or tb the woman all glistenlog with 
jewele and shining tn fine clothes was the wile of 
the bruised wretch who had strock her para- 
Ihad my revenge. She served him ag 
served me, and in a very little while 
made herself and her doings the talk of 
and Paris too, She had a volvce like 
You have heard her sing maybe '” 

“Ah! don’t,” sald the nunhsppy- hueband, 
with a shiver, “Goon; finish what you have 
to + ll 

** | euppose aomeone paid for her to be brought 
"out; mansgers of theatres don’’ do such things 
for nothing’ nowaday?. When I saw her sgaln 
she was Darine Vane, the singer, the most 
notorious and recklese of all,’’ 

‘No more, no more,’ groaned Joscelyn 
Carew, . ‘I cannot bear it, 1 cannot,” 

'*There’s nos much more to tell, slr, You 
have heard of Darine Vane, I can see, the singer 
and actress, who dilaappeared just after a scandal 
that would have sent her tanto the deepest obii- 
vion if she hed dared to face her world again 
after 1b. There is some little sense of honour 
left even amongst people like them. It was sald 
she had gone into aconvent; I kaew better, J 
knew when I heard. {b that no convent walls 
would ever hold her, and J was right, I saw her 
by accident, one day, In the Cloy go into the office 
of some respectable lawyers, and the clerk told 

me she was Mies Dolores Wiillamson, there by 
| appointment, something about testimonials and 
a character. I alzacst langhed when I beard it. 
I knew she had stolen the name, perhaps mur- 
dered the it belonged to, and I waited for 
her to come ont; bud there wes another 
entrance, and she had goue out by ft. 

af hat, and the nex thing I 
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Dolores, or fs this man raving? Speak someone, 
or I shall go mad |” 

His face, was working fearfully, and ble cheeks 
were purple. 

She raleed her head and looked at him with 


haggard ey ee, 

‘It te tene,” ahe esid ; “ bnt as Heaven hears 
me, Joscelyn Carew, I belleved thas msn wae 
desd. I would have been » good and true wile to 
you, and-—-—~” 

The sentence was never finikhed, Joacelyn 
Carew flung out his arm as though he would have 
grasped her by the shoulder, groaned, and fol! for» 
ward on his face jast as the door was burst 
violently open, and Edward Dalrymple appeared 
on the threshold. 

"Too late,” he sald, sadly, as he raised his 
stricken friend. ‘'‘I hoped to have been here to 
help soften this blow to him, You have kiiled 
him between you.” 

“*T have told nothing but the truth,” the man 
aald, looking remorsefuily at the Inseneible form, 
which Edward Dalrymple had lifted toa couch. 
“If mlschicf comes of ib tb Is her doing, nob 
mine, I only came here for my wile, and she 
will go back with me. She will not need any~of 
the gentleman’e money, I hava enough and to 
epare for all her wants.” 

There was something in ihe look of bis eyes 
that made the young man shudder as he looked 
ab him, 

‘* Heaven help her if sha is golug with him,” 
he though? to himself, but he made no remark, 
only rang the. bell, 

" A doctor at once, the nearest,” he aaid, to 
the waiter who answered the eummmons. “ My 
friend {9 fi. Then, as the man dleappeared, all 
wonder and curiosity, he tarned to Dolores, whe 
stood av if turned.into stone, “May f anggesh 
that you leave thase rooms?” ho wid, ‘Ib will 
be better that he should see no one bu} me when 
he rouses, If he ever doee.”” 

" You are hard,” she said, In an icy voloca, as if 


the words froze on her lips; “bard as Heaven 


will some day be to you, perhaps; bat you are 
right, I will go.’ 

She tarned away, and would have left the 
room alone, bud John Martin se’zed her by the 


arm. 

‘' Not withoub your husband, madam,” -he 
said. “I have found my loving and {sithfal wile 
and I dg nob mean to let her go agafn,” 

* What are you going to do with met” she 
asked, still in the same stony volce, 

* Take you home,” he replied. ” Home, do 
you hear! Itis not quite as fine a place as bhaila, 
maybe, but It serves me, and tb will do for my 
wifes,” 

They paesed out of the room together, and the 
door closed behind them, and Edward Dal 
rymple turned to his stricken friend, 

" Poor fellow |” he said, “ what an swekenlog 
tor him—what.a shattering of his fool’s para- 
dise | . Better now than later, when she had 
ruined him as she has ruined others—end |b 
would have been ruin. A womma Hke thad oan 
no mors go In a straight greove than an elephant 
can fly, Poor Carew! And she knew of the 
fortune before be did, that fs certain, or she 
would never baye married him, Jt is odd how 
things comeoat, Ib was surely something more 
than accident that Pyetmero’s man should come 
Into the master’s service and told h'a shamefal 
story to my groom—how he helped his master to 
decoy away a woman all too willlag tobe won, 
and to break ap an honest home, Carse her | I 
curved her once before when she wae. Darine Vane 
and poor young Hartfield owed hla rai to her, 
What will he the ending, ¥ wonder }”” 

The entrance of ths doctor pub an end to his 
m , and he bad plenty on his hands before 
many hours were over. 

Joacelyn Carew was long fg recovering bis 
senses atall, and when he did {it was only par- 
tally, and the doctor ordered his immediate re- 
moval to suother place, where he would see 
nothing to remfhd bim of avything unpleasant 

So when he really came back to ifeand a 
knowledge of what had befallen bim, he 
wesin another hotel, with everything about him 
fresh, and only bis friend wateulng beside him. 

The other \andlon’ had been amply paid for 
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hie trouble and the disappointment of losing his 
profitable guest. Family matteré made {t 
aecesssry for him to be moved, Mr. Dalrymple 
sald. Waathad become of the besutifal wife 
was not qvite clear, Noone knew the basiness 
of the man who had sent up his card to the 
gentieman. There had been no altercation or 
anything of that sort. The lady had walked 
quietly ont of the hotel as the doctor had entered 
io, and disappsared—aspirited away, evidently, by 
the strange man, 

Mr. Dalrymple volunteered no information, 
gud there was no one else to , 

* Dalrymple, la that you 1” 

Josselyn Carew lifted his heavy head, and 
stared feebly abt the figure by his alde. 

“Yea, my boy, myssif none other.” 

*' How did you conie here?” 

“By boat and ratl as fast ae Tconld, I heard 
80 accidentally which——-yes old fellow, 
i fs trae,” he sald, shortly, ax he saw the look of 
eagerness that came into his friend's face. “ You 
remember, don't you, what hbsppened? I was 
re prevent that fellow forcing himself on 
you, but-——" 

“ Whore is she 1” 

“Gone with her husband. Ah! don’t turn 
away from me like that. - Ip must be sald. He 
is her husband, and nothing that you can say or 


suffer can undo the fact,” 
"Bat she thought him dead—she sald so ; she 
oh aid not thiol Eiward Dalrymple 
“ Shs not thick so,” 
aald gently, ‘‘Do not that, Carew. I 
knew there was something in her past she was 


afraid of—something before 
I was connected fn any way, She was a married 
woman, and she knew her husband lived, I saw 
the fear lu her eyes when I implored her to tell 
quel clam, bet Shae Chase ‘as aaensibaay she 
me, bat there was 

could not tell. Oh! iI bad ime 
to your marriage! I would 

I had forfelted your friendship for ever,” 

“Don’t les us talk of ft, 
quietly, bat with a curious 
hfs Iipe. “I will take means to find ont 
truth, though I think I heard {6 from that man’ 
Ups, and then we will speak of the 
more, I loved her, and I belleved her 
wife, and her name shall be sacred for 

“ And for me,” Dalrymple said, pressing his 
friend’a band. “It is a sore wound, Carew, but 
time will heal {+,"’ 

“Never!” the other replied, and then he 
turned hie face away, and sald no more on the 
eubject. 

By-and-by he recovered, end crept about in the 
sutama eunshioe, the ghost of his former self ; 
and Eiward Dalrymple’s mother came to him and 
talked to his afilieted friend, aad comforted and 


cheered him as only a gentle, hearted. 


Joscelyn Carew went back to Kogland rich 
lonely, and gave orders that the estate he 
purchased should be sold agen, and all the 
parations that had been made for his bride’ 
reception eet aside, 

Gossip had a bundred ways of accounting 
this curlous freak, B-tarfield gossiped till every- 
9 decade, had aired a theory of his or 

q oFn, 

No one knew what had become of Mrs, Uarew, 
or why her husband had come home alone, It 
was reported she had run away from him; buat ib 
was difficult to believe how any wife, with no means 
of her own—and Miss Dolores Wiillamson had 
certainly had none—could run away from a 
husband who could gtve her everything that the 
heart of a woman could wish for. 

Mr. Carew made no sigo, and told no one, His 


woman can cheer a stricken man ; copes | 
had 
pre- 


‘wife's name never passed his Ups when basiness 


rock him to the village after his return to 
Eogiand, 

She was well, that was all he would say about 
her; and when Mrs. K»mond, goaded -by a 
carloslty che could not suppress, asked him point- 
blank whebher there was anything wrong between 
them—for there were all sorts of reports about— 
ehe wae meh by the puzzling answer that they 
had never bad eo much as a ate, and he foand 
{ft difficult to belleve thata band and wife 





could quarrel, He had had no experience of euch 
& catastrophe. 





CHAPTER VI. 


Mowtus passed by, and the gossip died a 
oatural. death; and the beantifal Dolores 
Williamaop, whose appearance had stirred up 
the depths of the Eriarfield stagnation for a 
little while, was well-nigh forgotten fa the ceigh- 
bourhood, 

As spy Dalrymple had told his fciend, rr 
story 0 marriage and elopsment seubsequea 
with Lord Pyetmere, had been told to one of his 
mother’s servants by a new man she had recently 
engaged—the very groom who had been in his 
master’s confidence through the whole nefarious 
transaction. 

He heard more, John Martia and his 
ve vanished Into the alr or 


( 
s 
E 
g 
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8 on a journey from the North of E 
ry nm by « sudden and fatal [liness, 


position again. 
The stranger's name was not known. She had 
been lifted half. t of the omnibus at 


sundry 

Sah cescnene ene so 
t ¢ to appear 
ae aie abt for she dying—had 

— was no 

relations, and the new friend who had turned up 

for her, and who saved the hotel people so much 

trouble by waiting on her, took care to confircate 

any documents that might prove awkward if they 

were found, 

There was nothing to tell what the forlorn 
stranger had been, where she came from, or 
where she was going to; when, at length, Miss 
Willlamson said, sweetly, that she had been 
mistaken after all,..The poor girl was not the 
person she took her for. 
duak, ant’ cryteedl shame t2 tented & 

. ap eu uently ab 
the la ’ offices with a letter from the 
Rev. Mc, Peouting in her pocket, in which they 
were earnestly requested to do all they coald for 
Mise Williamson in the way of her 
another situation. The air of northern 
moors was too for her, and had under- 
mined her health, which was never very strong. 

Miss Williamson won the hearts of both 
members of the firm by her beauty and simpli- 

. She was very pale—waxen white, indeed 
—but seemed otherwise weil, 

She assured them that {t was only the place 
that had not agreed with her. She was healthy, 
and should be to get into harness again as 
200 as Mr. and Mrs, Proutlag were 
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old people, and rather inclined to coddle every- 
thing within their reach. They hod epolled her, 
ga had to 

wyers no reason to suspect 
thad they were sending into a ee. 
Souk ts Remton noaied Geonaaas tmeeas ie 
to drag an honest profesafon throu 
mire; and it wae not for many months after 
bie Best Dolore: Williamson had gone her 
wi way, and met with ber deserts ty telog 
claimed by her forsaken lord, that they learned 
that they been outwitted in the matter. 

There were special circumstances which Mr 
Proutiog knew of well, aud on coming to London 
he mentioned the young woman be had sent to 
them, and was astonished to hear them speak of 
her marvellous beauty, ~~ 

* Beauty!” he exclaimed, to the head of the 
firm, “It {s@ matter of opinion, certainly, but 
I think she was about the girl I ever 
ths ehh pecastnast apes und the" 008 ealoar 0 

6, 
the Badr, andthe odd ecir on the chesk gare 

a certain grotesque appearance was 
certalaly oe She was 2 good, 
amisble girl, and her health had nod 
failed so suddenly and eo completely, we should 
never have parted with ber.” 

The lawyer stared at his client fn bewilder 
ment. 

"a ee ee oe ee 
oe ig ol + she said, and showed 
upon us, sent a8 * 

the letters she t, Is a lovely creature, 
#0 beer ut at hd yal aed 
seeking & "e appointmen looked 
like a d and seemed a most accomplished 
Sree erasy greece Mapeeienaint toe 
si ad wre har eloped to wei. 

b family, 

“There fs something wrong,” Mr. Prouting 
said, gravely. ‘Oar poor Dolores was certainly 
accomplished In one way. She could sing 
beautifally ; in other respects her attainmente, 

sufficient for our requirements, were 
no en ne en ee ee ee 

Then she has never been here,’’ the lawyer 

ee epee weer by no 
means sby. was a perfect! sessed 
cod wetlhe cxvein Shutalen of Saale other 
seemed to take the upper hand than not, The 
girl who waited on her sald she talked like an 
em ad 

It was a mystery to be inquired Into, and 
inquiry brovght the facts to light after some 


: 
| 
i 


had separated tt Muay : od 
two, he » an 
on shore while they had e yachting, 
rs om ven himee!f by about the different 
villages scattered here and about the hills 
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Afcer a composite meal at the little inn, {nto 
hich Cornish cream and fish, and egg: and bacon 
entered, he strolled out aad eat awhile on 4 
-eide under a great boulder, which the father 
was sald to have dropped out of his pocket 

Dg over the country on some errand of 
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Presently he heard the sound hoofs, 
and became conscious at the same time that some- 

was watching and waiting on the other side 
of the block of stone, 

It was ® woman, he could hear the rustle of 


outward f. 
“ Pyetmere!"” Edward Dalrymple exclaimed, 
to himeelf, “What does he want here} No 


watched. No good would have come of revealing 
his presence, and he might have caused an un- 


pleasant scene, 
Lord Pgetmere, for 1b was he, was evidently 
there In secret, and whoever the woman was who 


what bright In colour and cog in detal!, 
put on prebably for this meeting with her lover 
love-meeting {t certainly was-—-thongh the 
bandon with which the woman threw her- 


showed more of love than did his somewhat 


i 


matter-of-fact embrace, 
“Take care,” he sald, somewhat roughly, "you 
state ihe chee, nad Sey we’ tl” eh 
y won’b 
“nan the unseen listener won- 
dered whether he were awake or d 
ee a aald to himself. ‘ This 
et {fs filling me with delusions, 
y —"? 


“You are nob glad she said ; 
tah catches catia retura for my life—my 


“id 





had been bound 





‘’ Better take my offer, and come with me.” 

“Tshall, I will; I am ready. If you have 
money to out your plan I will not fall you. 
You must telog me a —. I have no clothes 
even, except such as these, everybody knows 
hereabouts,” f 

‘I will bring a disguise that no one will 
penetrate. To-morrow morning will see us far 
away, and by night we shall be out of England; 
and then, hey } for Paris and freedom !"’ 

“Ah! Paris; the very thought of {fb fs like 
the pop of a mere gk bat your wifs } 
aA » 

“ My wife has come to know that she manst not 
ask questions, I don’t interfere in her affairs. 
Then to-night you will be at the——-” the word 


= 
= 
7 

iy 


the | was whispered and Edward Dalrymple did not 


hear 16, ‘‘ at nine o'clock ’” 
* Nine o'clock,” she sald ; ‘' put a seal on the 


»”» 

peitbe litted her face, and he stooped and kiesed 
and thed they went away together—only for 
@ little way. Edward Dalrymple watched them 
Lonel before they had gone many paces, and then 

Pyetmere mounted his horse and spurred 
the animal fn the opposite direction from thab 
which his late companion took. 

"Mrs. Carew!” Dalrymple sald to bimeclf, 
as he rose from the short grass and stretched 
himeelf, ‘Ab, well, 1b fs no business of mine 
now. Poor Osrew! He is cured now, and 
content, He never need know that I have 
stambled across her again, Heaven grant that 
they do nob come face to face with each other 
fn the time to come, She will drift down, down, 
and he is taking up the ré/e of philanthropist. 
Does she live in the village here, 1 wonder ?” 

She did. He discovered that mach that very 
évening. There was a huge bunch of roses, 
some of them choice and rare, on the table of his 
room at the fnp, and he asked casually if they 
were in the inn eee 

" Oh, sir 1” the landlady replied, “' they beant 
ee eee i they come from the quarry, 


0, 

“The quarry !” 

" Yes, sir—nb least, ft fen’t the quarry now. 
ib was one once they say. It fs just a cutting 
in the hillside, aod John Martin has a garden 


F 


| there ; grows fine flowers, John do, and makes a 


sight of money by them.” 

A little jadiclous questioning elicited thé fach 
that John Martin was looked upon as a little 
eccentric. He had the of ground 
fa question for some years, but he hadeub-let tt to 
another man lately, while he went off to America 
or somewhere, 

The tenant had been a gardener likewise, and 
by various restrictions to do 
pen borg his landlord wished, so that the repu- 
tation of the quarry might not suffer. 

There was a Mrs. Martin. John Martin, when 
he first took the place, had announced that he 
was a married man, but nothing had been seen 
of any wife till very recently, and the vill 

nob know much about her. She held 
her hesd very high, and would associate with 


DO one, 
It had been early afternoon when Edward 
Metened to that conversation 
, under the shadow of the great 


Ia the dusk of the evening, while there was 
thing quite dis- 

rosy sky where the 
had gone down, he stood opposite to the 


OHAPTER VII, 

JoHN Martin looked up as the visitor to the 
little village came nearer to him, and the young 
man started back, almost doubting the evidence of 








his senses as he marked the alteration thad had 
come upon the man, 

When he had cleimed his traant wits ab the 
hands of Joscelyn Carew he had been a somewhat 
plebelan, but, on the whole, good-looking man, 
rcddy and healthy-looking—a man not much 
over thirty years of age, and looking good for 
another forty years of life. 

The face that looked up ab him now from 
behind the bank of fochsias that were auch a 
beauty In the garden of the quarry m'!ght have 
= of a man of sixty, so drawn and white 
was t 

It seemed distorted by some iabolerable agony, 
eliher ments! or bodily, and the pipe thad wie 
between his lips was out. 

Edward Dalrymple remembered afterwards 
that he noted this st the time; he seemed fas- 
cluated by the man's appearance, 

" Good-evening, Mr, Martin,” he sald, seeing 
that be was seen and recognised, and deeming ! 
best to speak. ‘' Ie this where you live} You 
remember me, I ae,” 

* Yes, I remember you,” John Mariio replied, 
his face growing « littie more human as he spoke 
“Are you come to spy out how things are 
here} Do you want to know whether Mrs. 
Martin {# living contentedly with her lawful 
husband” 

“ Good heavens, no!” Edward Dalrymple aald, 
staring at the mau in astonishment. ‘1am here 
quite by accident, ‘Til! today I had no ides 
there was sucha place as Carnmath, It fe barely 
two hours since I heard of your liviog here. 
Some flowers from your garden brovght about the 
mention of your uame,” 

* And you came ont to see what sort of s place 
mine was, eh }"” 

“TI confess to a little curlosity, Ib fe nob 
unnatural.” 

“No; I suppose it isn’t,” 

“‘ And belog here,” Dalrymple went on, I may 
ask after Mrs. Martin, is she well }” 

** Qalte well.”’ 

" And ab home ?”’ 

For his life the young man could nob have 
helped the question. Knowing what he knew, 
he expected the mistress of the quarry to be 
some distance away. She must be even now 
on her road to the tryating place, if nod already 
there. 

“Athome!? Of course she is,” was the reply, 
with w curfous look of inquiry; “where else 
should she be? Where should an honest wife be 
in the evening butin her husband’s house, Would 
you like me to call her? She mighn’t come, for 
obedience Is not a strong polut with her; but if 
you want to ‘see her——"’ 

"Oh, nd. 1 did not mean to ask Imperiiventd 
questions, and I am sure Mrs, Martin will nov 
care to seo me. I am connected in her mind 
with mapy unpleasantnessee,” 

‘‘They don’t trouble her now,” John Martla 
sald, “he’s a quieter woman than when you 
kuew her, Mr. Dalrymple.” 

“T am giad to think she is contented here,” ‘he 
y man said, hardly knowing how to reply. 
' Tell her I was glad to hear of. her, will yout 
It she over hears that I have been In the 
nelghbourhood———” 

Was she really [n? he saked bimeelf, or was 
John Martin, for some reasons of bis own, con- 
cealing the fact that she was out ! 

He was just turning awsy when a boy came up 
with a bundle, and handed {0 to the gardener. 

" Mother said I wasn’t to bring ’em (ill I was 
quite sure Mrs, Martin was ip,” he cal@, ‘aud I 
saw her go in just now!” 

‘6 Yee, she’s in. I'll take them to her,’ John 
Martin sald, takivg the bundle. ‘‘ You don’) want 
to see her particularly, do you!” 

“Nol” 

That's a good thing, for she’s going to bed, 
Good-night | ” 

*Good-night, Mr. Martin!” and the boy 
trooped off whistling ; and Joha Martin went in, 
and fastened hie cottage door. 

Something had certainly come about to stop 
the projected elopemout, and the erring wife was 
safe at home. 


(Continued on page 377.) 
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HAD WE NEVER LOVED 80 BLINDLY 


-_0i— 
OHAPTER XXXIV. 


For an {natant the Firs looked so aflent and 
quiet that Flora had quitea pang ino her beart 
lets Hastace Trevanion should be ‘really very 
bad. Perhaps her guardian had been keeping 
the truth from her when he sald he was nob quite 
so well as usual, and then went on to ask with 
interest after her experiences In Paris. 

The footman gave a loud knock ‘and opened 
the carriage door. She pone 3 out without 
waiting for Winter to open thé other. Asudden 
gush of wind whitled a few dead Ieavex round her 
feet, and all her pleasurable anticlpations seemed 
chilled, She forgot the nts, che forgot all 
the heap of things she been looking forward 
ao to saying, and turned such ‘an abxzlous face 
towards him that Winter, surprised’ a finding 
the newly-made bride on” the ‘dooratep, ex- 
claimed, — ' ’ ‘gia 

“Lor, my lady, I hope’ there’s nothing the 
matter |” dW f 

She held out ber hand to the old servant, 
reassured by bis question; for if her brother 
had been fi be would have thought ft most 
natural that she should drive dowa to ses him. 

‘Nothing, thanks, only as my brother didn’s 
come to me I was ob togoto him. Are you 
quite well? and are all the ladies int” 

“You, my lady, thank you, I've had a tonch 
of rheamatism, bat that’s owing to the east wind, 
Walk into the drawing-room, please,"’- 

Hethrew oped the door with s swing, and 
announced In bis loudest tones, as ff proud of 
the honoar, “ Lady Fane!” 


Iastantly there was a commotion, a chair was | ' 


opsetas the twine rushed forward to greet her. 
She kissed thom affectlonately, and allowed her- 
self to be clasped{n Mrs, Willoughby’s arms, but 
all the while she was looking beyond them to 
the sofa where Eustace was lying, supported bi 
his right elbow. Hse was watching her wit 
eager eyes that shone with joy, and the next 
minute she knecling beside him, her arms round 
his neck, the tears raining from her eyes. 

"Ooms, Fio, Laay, don’t do that; there’s no 
occasion for waterworks, And what a swell you 
are looking fo your fares!” stroking the long 
sealskin Newmarket, which was topped by a 
amall toqueoz the same fur which set off the 
fairness of her skin, 

They crowded round her whilst she squeezed 
herself on to the small portion of the sofa left by 
the invalid’ long legs, and altting by bis side 
undid the many. packages which she had sent for 
ont of the carrlags. Her fears about her brother 
belug relieved, sho was ke a child displaying 
hor. treasures, and there were ecstatic orles of 
delight as one pretty thing after another was 
brought out and presented, Emily and Jeany 
were delighted with lovely mantles In the plok. 
of fashion, Mrs, Willoughby was charmed with a 
Parlslan bonnet, which suited her exactly. There 
was @ pla for Mr, Willoughby’s” scarf, which he 
was to wear for the future fnstead of his old- 
fashtoned tie, aud various pretty knick-knacks to 
adorn the rooms and give them a touch of ele- 
gance, 

‘‘ And then, dear, here’s a bag for you when 
you begin to travel, which I hope will be 
nexh year,” she sald, with a 
eratle, “I daresay you will 
desi more about Paris than I 
October, and perhaps you'll get as far as Italy, 
which we never did.” 

'*Tt’s & beauty!" exclaimed Mrs, Willoughby, 
as the beg was opened, and all {ts solid allver 
fittings disclosed to view, and then she sighed as 
she looked from the bag to the boy's -delicate 
face, “He will never live to use io,” she re 
Ascted. “They might jast as well havo given 
him an Alpine stock or a trapeze,” 

Bat Fiora was fndignant with her for that 
aigh, and talked of the wonders Sir Cavendish 
was So do for bim if his cure were as certain, and 
phe road to it without pain. 1 
“And where le Sir Basil?” asked Ently, “I 


‘| legs, and thet 


suppose he didn’t care about turning out after 
dinner }” 


“Indeed he would have come, Snty Philip Fano 
) {n with Mr. Willoughby, and he was 

v) to etay with them cut of politeness, Bat 
he is coming tly,” with a cheerful emile, 

Oh) dear,” sald Emily, lookfoz.at ber alster, 
“TI wish we had on better dresses. I’ve got « darn 
tight in the front, Don't you think we had 
better change ?”’ 

“Yer; I conlddo 1h in*three minates,” and 
Jenny sprang to’ the door. 

"No, no} Basil won't see it, Never mind, 
Mit ts much too late,” Fiora ‘expostulated ; bub she 
was & matried woman, and was supposed to have 
f what she mfght feel in the giris’ place. 

Mr, Fane'might come {n,”'as Mrs, Willonghby 
sensed. and it never did to be caught by a 
afogie man at. disadvantage, 

“Tenever does to be caught 
sald Fiora, with a merry laug 
Baell get the better of mé.” 


a double man,’”* 
TI never: let 


- are ba my dear |” 
$* Oh Hey sl of contented 
ton , and then she added, , *Therenever: 


wae a husband jike mine.” 
“T always sald so from the first,” erled Eus- 


there was one, It was a clever dodge of wine 

tumbling into that pond. 16 led to your first 

lntroductfon.” 

io 1B very bai led Heng something Be and 
re. tow 00) grave. on’6 you 

thidk you tad ‘better goto bed? You didn’t 


Weep last night,” 

No, the thought of Flo’s coming got Into 
By head,” eqneez'ng her hand with his slender 
What ica compared to a husband ?” 

**T don’t think Fiora will ever cease to make a 
fuss with you. You'va been the apple of her eye 
xt Mife and she has spoflt'you through thick 
an {o.”” 

"J wonder I’m not insufferable,” leaning back 
on his pillows with a smile, \ 

“ Perhaps you are, only I forgot to tell you 
80,” 

Flora felt perfectly’ ba as she sat there 
peoee Rage amtslng anecdotes of their fellow- 
tra whilst the twins were beautifying 
themyelves. 

Oh ! Eustace, if you had only been with 
us » 

«My dear |” trom the matron ; “ on » honey- 
moou ¥” 

** Yes, why not!” with a playfal pout. “I 
would have —— with Basil ‘at once if he 
ventured to hint that Eustace was ce trop.” - 

“ You see she can’t get along without using a 
French word,” 8 micchievous twinkle in his eyes, 
and then the door opened, and in came fn Mr. 
Witloughby, with'Sir Baefl’s tall form towering 
behind him, and Philip Fane, calm, cold, and 
supercilious, looking over his shoulder, Ib was 
& pretty picture which met their eyes in that 
pleasant room Ughted by the mellow light of an 
old-fashioned moderator. 

There was Mrs. Willoughby slitting by the 
table, the ight falling on her emooth, fofr hatr 
neatly gathered under her white lace cap, and 
the kniteiog needles which she was plylug with 
almost anconscious industry, whilet a little to 
the left was the ‘bred face of Eustace 
Trevanfon, whh a-re@-cushion behind his straw- 
coloured head, an old red shawl thrown Ss 

ovely young bride close beside 
him, her sealskin cloak from her 
shoulders, her white neck Jock dazziin 
ne spite of its string of pearls against the dar’ 


or. 

Emily and Jenny came fn, looking gorgeous in 
thetr toot dresses, and P} Fane devoted 
himself to them fa such a ig manner that 


each flattered herself that he thought she was 
looking nies, 
* So they are going to take that boy to town 
next week?” with a to 
" Yes, if he is well enongh, and 
must come up and pay them a visit,” sald Emily,’ 
with glee. Watnan ; 
“TY am’ sure I hope you ‘will 


"though I’m ‘uohody nowheres” now, | 


tace, triamphantly. ‘‘ He is a trump, ff éver 7 








and what I shall do with Lady Fane I can’) 
conceive,” 


“ What do you mean?” asked Jenny, gravely, 
thinking the less bachelors had to do with 
married women the better. 

*'T mean when that boy slip: the hooks. He 
will as sure aa fate, And as married on 
his sceonnt {t will be no end of a ” 

“She was in love with Sir Basil from the very 
first,” and Eafly looked shocked. “And as to 
Eastace, he fs going to be cured, They talk of 
his going to Paris next year.” 

oe k he will take a shorter journey and [x 
He’a a shadow 


wateh, It is 
if you are quite aure to understand it,” 


"7 don’t know about the ‘game,’” 
sald Jenny, ‘bat I like t0 go te London 
and see theatres, and all is to be 


“And I should be proud to be your escort,” 


" Flora, brother’s tired, we had better 
be of,” Br Baal whlepered ts ber en: 

She gave a startled at Eastace’s face 3 all 
the colour had left it as his excitement died out, 
and surely it-wal very thin and drawn. 

She bade him good-night gravely, and pro- 
aa np ahegrroery » gw oA 5 ie 
ben went away, 8a) woul 

caters drank & ros ta eae 


CHAPTER XXXYV. 


Srr Basi and Lady Fane had: no time for 
dlnner- parties or balls before they left for 
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knew so much better than herself, No mother 
could have been kinder or taken more care. 
She took him out for a drive every day at 
first, and poluted oat with Interest how the 
houses which had been closed for the 
quiet months were now beginning to open their 
Blinds were drawn up, shuiters opened, 
windows cleaned. Gradually the carriages In- 
creased In the Park, the borees in the Row, and 
‘they began to feel that London was no longer a 
di 


esert. 

They visited the Doré Gallery, where Eustace 
gation the velvet cashions for half-an-honr. in 
quiet enjoyment ; and went to ons or two other 
places where there were but a few plotures on 

to take him to, 
remonstrated,— 

“ Mg dear, a drive is too much for him, How 
could he stand a crowd of people and the nolse 


of a band?” 
Fiora gave {t up with a When were 
abies tom bed dimes Nek eaten tome 


iD 


“ age a 2 r 


take them @bout and make them 


drawing-room to 
him five o'clock tes, whilat Slr Basil stayed Ls 
her brother. 


ste 
z seEcEs 


FEE 
eee Hy 


4 


g8 Es &5 


te 
2 


| Gantly 


with a puzz'ed expression in their depths. 
What has Basil got to do with ib?” 
** Ho had everything to do with {b, os far as I 
understood the matter,” with a peculiar smile on 
*§ Was not Trevanion’s cure used 
his sister | "’ 
‘colour rose in her cheeks, She conld not 
really accepted Sir Basil In 
because ehe wanted to be with 
brother and nurse him after the operation. 
or her brother was undoubtedly the 
one thing that had spurred her op bo a prompt 
tance, bub there wan « great deal of love 
and she never meant to 
y east of all to Palllp—that 
he had not been her first thought. 
¥I don’t think any balt was needed,” she sald, 


"Yon don't like to confess ft, but there was ; 
and I say Basi] must look to himself If this little 
Leshan ella, He will have won you under false 

‘prakences,” » . . 
her head de- 


» 
fh of the sort,” 
¥ fs good to —not only to 
Bustace:’* He saved our lives in: the first: piace— 
you forget that.” . 
I don’t,” sullenly, . 
in the only 


man who would have ee hiselife to save 


We? gr ya 
er vonly snail did, Hs was the 


"Fortune baw 


of only one troubled bimeelf to wonder if 


mi vleges : i} Eustace could be-cured, Even good, kind Mr. 
t by sccepted his lameness as a misfortmne 

: ». | whieh couldn’t be amended.” 
b till afterwarde, an |. “ Because he was a high-minded man, with no 


‘| alserior motive.- Baell worked apon your feelings 


he held isp s dazzling ‘bility before your 
eyes, B ered, puzzled, wild with the new 
hope, you said, ‘Give me this and I will be your 
pg arc when jan were y +g rep vse 

what you were saylog or iz, wrang 
your almost Invol consent from your lips, 
And to carry on the farce he has Ingged the poor 
boy up to town, when he might have had a 
chance, perhaps, if he had only been allowed to 
be quiet, He parades a heap of doctors before 
ae to to you that he fe doing his 

tb, all while he knows that’ he might 
jast as well throw the doctors’ feer Into the Ser- 
pentine. He cannot cure the boy, but he must 
redeem his word, That n, and you've 


poor fellow to pull 


through.” 7) 
It was horrible, but she had a fancy that he 


ould be Pog Aone than not—to find that 
failed, 


* Flora, anawer me! Could I have any motive 
harm to the boy?” 
; 1 You weem to wish to make 
I don’t know why,” looking down 

into the fire, with wet lashes. 
** By Heaven ! that’s too unfair!" he exclaimed, 
with sudden excitement. '‘ You haven't forgiven 
aail had no right to 
some day I 


‘A ‘kind “word, when you are my enemy!” 
drawing up her neck. 
Nos yours 1’ looking down Into her eyes, 
“My bnsband and I are one,” defiantly. 


day 
remember. that you always 
yol”, ° ; 


hated me, Good- 





cel ren eg aged ot 
a o 
terror and diegust; — * 


CHAPTER XXXVI, 


 Berore this sort of thing, you know, I think 
ft ls better to make a will,” sald Eustace, the 
day before the one fixed for the operation, “so 
giveme a plece of paper, and we'll draw ft up 
between us, I daresay Basil would send for a 
lawyer,” 

“Oh, no, dear! Don’t bother yourself abont 
that,” said Fiora, with’ sn Inward ehudder. 
poy waustn’t ‘tire goursel# about anything to- 

ay.” 

**T must do this, Ishouldn’t like all my vet 
things to goto the wreng people. Now, Filo, 
don’t be silly,”’ aahe@iwiher lip trembling. “ 
than’t diea Sit theooner for It, and {¢ will be 
auch a relief’to my mind: 

Withoutwremonstranty she fetched a plece of 
pepe and  ® pencil, aud*then placed another 
cushlom bebiiad his backe® She felt aa if she could 
not bear fiivas he whote down one thing after 
another witha name agalast it, 

Nobody ‘was forgotten; even George, the 
gardeners boy ab the* Pires who had so often 


| drawn his‘ chair, wae remembered, and then, 
‘when she thought he had @ome to an end, a pale 


plok rose {a his thin cheeks, as he wrote,— 

*' My gipsy vlug to N. R.” 

w* Do you thik Lady Rivera would mind [i 1” 
phe asked, in a law voice, 
en jump rose ia her throat as she azewered,— 

we No, dear, Nesta will bs pleased, and so will 

her mother’. %& % 

Them she pat her head down on his pillow, 
and sobbed as it she would never stop, He let 
herorgy’ whilst his own’face grew white with 
exhaustion, and -biyifp: quivered. Then he got 
his hand—his poor, thin hand—upon her head. 

“{ don’t mind ip now, I used to think 1b was 
bad to le stil), or to crawl about, when other 
fellows conld run, and row, and play at cricket ; 
bat I’ve got used to fb, and—and if anything 
goes wrong I shan’t be leaving you alone, Fic. 
Yon’va got the best husband that ever was,” 

“Bat I'll tell the doctor nob to come, Ha 
shan’) touch you,” she gasped. ‘' We can be 
very, very happy, can’t we dear, even if you ara 
@ little lame?” 

A sweet smile hovered on his lips. 

‘*T haven’t thought of you, Flo, 4s I ought. 
I wate so mad for you to marry Basll, because 
I thought he was a trump, that I never asked 
you if you loved him ; but you do, dear, don’s 

on} 

. * Yea—yes, there’s not another man like him. 
He will take care of us both, and think for ue 
both, and sometimes, perhaps, those wretched 
mortgages will be paid off, and you will have o 
sweed young wife of your own.” 

He shook his head. 

"T shan’t murry her ; bua 
have liked me ff I had tried, 

** There could be no objection [f you get all 
right. Lady Rivers has taken a fancy tous both. 
Ob darling, be quick and get strong, lest some- 
body eles should’carry Nesta off,” 

'€ Would the somebody else mind her wearing 
my ring i’ twisting {+ round ov his finger, 

It- was so large for it mow that he could 
scarcely keep It on. 

* You will have to ask her, and there mayn't 
be a somebody elee aball, Now you must keep 
quite atill, and J’ll read to you.” 

He Jeant bis head back on the pillows, and 
hie eyes closed. Flora went on reading for a 
Hbtle while in her sweet, soft voloe, and then she 
stopped, her eyes resting with fond affection on 
his face, 


Ib seemed to her that {6 had grown smaller 
since yesterday ; but, of course that must be 
her fancy. It was very white, but he missed 
the f alr of the country, and evidently 
London did not agree with him. They would 
take him back as coon as ever they could. 

“The doctors. will, be here. at twelve to- 
morrow,” Sir Basil announced, when he came 
home, “Do you really think your brother can 


ot think she would 


This afterncon I almoat 





to frame ber thoughts 


fn words, but he ¢ what she meanb. 
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“Well, we must leave ft till to-morrow,” he 
said, cheerfully, ‘‘and then they will be the 
best jadges, Bat I'll take care to warn them 
that we mean to run no risks, I don’s think 
London suits you any better than Eastace,” 

“I shall be all right when this constant 
anxiety fs over, Do you know when the Rivers 
are coming up to town |” 

‘‘Teaw thelr shutters were unclosed to-day, 
ao I suppose they are back already. Are you 
anxious for their society {” 

“T wanted to ask Nesta to five o'clock tea.” 

“‘Ah! poor little thing, I fancied ehe was 
rather smitten with Eustace. Ask her, by ‘all 
means, only walt till to-morrow Is over.” 

“Ob! yes; Vil walt till Eustace is well. It 
would be no use if he couldn’t see her.” 

“Ah! you lotle mateh-maker, I. thought 
there was some hidden motive behind the scenes, 
You are growing as Machiavellian as Pallip.” 

‘* Have you ceen him to-day {” 

* Yes,” with a sigh; “he always finds me out 
when he fs iu want of me, If he would only 
atick to hie profession instead of poking his nose 
into everybody else’s business 1b would be much 
better for all cf us, You will sing to me, won’t 
you! Your voice always sende the cobwebs 
away,” 

“ Now, before dinner!” she asked, in eurprise, 

“Yes, You'll be rnnning ap after dinuer to 
see that hoy, ‘A bird in the hand,’ youn know.” 

She eat down to the plano, played a few 
chords, then sang song, which was sweet and 
aad, and seemed in accord with her own feelings. 

Sir Basil sat fm a chalr close to the plano, bat 
he put up his hand to shield his eyes from the 
lighs, and she could not see the sxpression of 
bie face. It was grave and sad as death. 

When she finished he asked for another, in a 
tired volce, and she sang on, song after song, the 
lights on the piano belong the only light in the 
large twillt room, her voice the only sound in 
the stiliness. 

The etilinese and the surrounding shadows 





‘““He’LL WAKE IN A HAPPIER LAND!” SAID SIR BASIL, BROKENLY, 


welghed.down her spirits, and she broke off with 
a shudder. 

A fire must be out, I'm sure. I feel so 
cold.” 

She ran to the fireplace, took up the poker, 
aud hammered at the coals, but no responsive 
flame came from them, 


* Let me try,” he said, grandly, but he poked 
without any effect, for the fire was out, Taen 
he remarked that he was very sorry he had for- 

tten all about ft, and rang the bell for it to be 

hted whilat they dressed for dinner. 

Oa thelr way upstairs they looked into 
Eustace’s dressing-room. 

Toere was a shaded lemp on the table, and 
the fire was burning brightly, sending cheerful 
rays against the steele, 

Fiora atepped on tiptoe to the aide of the sofa, 
and then she looked round and beckoned to her 
husband, 

‘* You eee he fs fast asleep, He has been jast 
like that for two hours,” she sald, in a whisper, 
'* Tae long rest musd be good for him.” 

Sir Basil did nob answer, only stooped his 
head lower, and touched the boy's white cheek 
with his hand, 

"Oh, don’t!” whispered Flora, ‘‘ You'll 
wake him.” 

** My darling, can’t you see?” 

eald no more, but pat his arm round her, 
and drew her to his side. Then she began to 
tremble from head to foot, 

‘Oh, no, no! He'll wake soen.” 

‘* He'll wake in a happier land, where the 
crooked shall be made straight and the rough 
places plain,” he said, brokenly. 

She gave a cry like a wounded anima), and 
flang herself down on her knees. 

“Ob, Heaven! oh, Heaven! don’t let him 
die! I can’t do without him—I can’t!” 

Str Basil looked down at her very pitifully 
with unshed tears fo his own eyes. He might 
have thought that his own love would have been 





enough for her; bat there was no bitter 
jealousy—only ixfinite tenderness and Infinite 
sympathy in the depths of his heart. 

He let her grief have Ite course, let the 
broken-hearted sister weep over ber only brother ; 
and then he raised her half-fainting in his arme, 
and carried her like a child across the landing 
into her room. 

There he laid her down on the bed, and sat by 
her aide, and held her hand, knowing that no 
words of his would do her any good as yet, that 
time alone could help her to bear the burden, 
which Heaven had sent her, 

Thus, the very day before the cripple was to 
be cured by the skill of man, Eustace Trevanion 
was taken to a better land, where no crutches 
are needed, for the balt are no longer lame; 
where no doctors are wanted, because there ia 
no sickness and no pain. A 


(To be continued. ) 








CLoups that appear to move against the wind 
indicate a change of weather, becanse they prove 
the existence of two air-currents, one warm and 


quently causes rain. 
Tos 0 Museum of Salotharn, 
Switzerland, has come inte of a bird's 
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ISABEL FARQUHAR WAS HaALF-RECLINING ON A COUCH, HOLDING IN HER HAND A BOOK 


THE MISTRESS OF LYNWOOD. 


—101— 
OHAPTER XVII. 


"Drv Adrieune say how long she should be 1” 
inquired Sir Ralph of his nephew, as the latter 
joined him and Egerten. 

All traces of the storm of agitated feeling 
through which he had jast passed had vanished 
from Otho’s brow, and he was once more the 
umiling, polished man ef the world society knew, 
lookfng as if he had neither care nor anxiety to 
trouble him, 

“No,” he replied, in answer to his uncle's 
question, 

‘What boat did she take !” 

“The Water-Lily.” 

." Has she gone out on the water }” asked 
Lionel, joining in the conversation. 
Ocho replied in the affirmative, and some- 
in Egerton’s tone made the Baronet say, 
q w— 
aanve? you think she ought not to have gone 

one » é 

manne doubt she will be all right, 
u. Re 

“* What!” inquired Sir Ralph, as he 

" Well, you see, she Is nob able to athe aad 
fs the first time she hav ever sttemp 





** Has she gone up or down the river |” queried 


\ LAonel, cutting him short, 


Otho hesitated a moment before replying, bat 
Egerton’s eyes were fixed very keenly upon him, 
as he awalted an answer. 

“ Down,” he 

“ Of course you warned her not to go too far 
because of the weir ?” 

"I did nob mention the weir, bub I told her 
that when the stream divided she was to keep to 
the left, and not go farther than the backwater ; 
but I understood ehe only intended being out for 
half-an-hour or so.” 

“Im that case she will be quite safe, for unless 
she pulled hard—which she was not likely to do 
-~she would not reach the weir in less than an 
hour and a-half,” said Lionel, breathing a algh of 
relief ; “and, of courze, if she steered into the 
backwater, she could nob possibly come to harm. 
It ts only beyond that the river becomes 
dangerous.” 

Sir Riulph looked at his watch. 

“ Io is nearly one o'clock,” be observed #0 Otho, 
“ and when I met you it was only jast half-past 
eleven: so ff, as you say, Adrienne Intended 
belpg on the water only about half-an-hour, she 
certainly ought to be back by now, I will 
go down to the boat-housé, and see if I can 

He waved an adieu to the two young men, and 
seb off—not in any way alarmed as to his wife’s 


careful In consequence never bo 
This morning, 

into such deep meditation 

count of time, and been heedless 
moments drifted away, aud 
bud this her husband did 





*' How fond Sir Ralph is of bia wife |” lavghed 
Otho, as soon as the Baronet was out of hearing. 

“They say truly, there's no fool like an old 
one. He little knows how ridiculous he makes 
himself,” 

“To me there is something pathetic, rather 
than ridiculous, in his love,” responded Lionel, 


gravely, 

“* That is because you are more of a poet thank 
am and prefer seeing the romantic side of thinge. 
For my part, lam nothing if not practical.” 

There was peculiar intonation {n his volce 
that struck Lione), who, as has before been «ald, 
was a keen student of human nature, He looked 
up at him, and as the eyes of the two men met, 
Otho’s drooped suddenly, while a dark red flash 
stole into his cheeks, He turned on hie hee), and 
atrack a match sgainet the wall of the house ; bub 
as he proceeded to light bis cigar, Egerton noticed 
that his hand was unsteady, and the Iigho 
wavered, and fell from it, 

“ Aren’t you well thie morning ?’’ he said, 

“Who--I? Certainiy I am—what made you 
imagine the contrary!” in a startled tone. 

‘Nothing particular; that is, nothing except 
your manner, which seemed to me unilke your 
ordinary self,” 

Otho laughed, and struck another maich, with 
a steadier hand this time. 

** You are fanciful,” he remarked, carelessly. 

'* Perhaps,” answered Egerton, “I think I'll 
way “bye, as 1b fs getting so late,” 

6 walked quickly down the avenue, and, fo 
spite of his endeavours, was unable to divest him- 
self of a certain uneasy feeling thet his late 
conversation with Otho had engendered on 
Adrienne’s behalf. 

“He had no business to let her go out by 
herself, a delicate girl like that, whe has had #o 
Metle experience of the water,” he muttered. 
And he took # sudden determ{nation— 
nothing more nor less than that he would ride 
down to the weir, and thus satisfy himee!f. 

He had ridden over from King’s Dene, and hie 
horse, a spirited chestuut, was waiting for him 
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outelde the lodge, and fn charge of the lodge- 

keeper's son, who was almostas proud at having 

the care of such a eplendid animal as be was glad 

Oe ae gat SEP See eee was 
ed 


re r 

Lionel vaulted lightly into the saddle and set 
off ata quick trot. He was a splendid rider, and 
looked as much a part of his horse as if the two 
had been cast In bronze. The way he was going 
cuts t across a wide curve made by the 
river and would very soon bring him to the weir, 
which was, fn , only a short distance from 
Lynwood Hall, although, owing to the erratic 


course of the stréam, {i was « long Way by 
water, 

To say he was really anxious sbonut 
Adrienne, Would, perhaps, be ‘too much ; 


bab Otho's manner had im [him very 
strangely, and he could not get rid of the im- 
pression—at any rate he told hindelf, might 
jast as weg to the weir “and make the 
assurance of young girl’s safety doubly sure, 
instead of riding straight home. * 

Truth to tell, he did not find King’s Dane very 
lively just now, for hia father manifested a strong 
aversion to seeing company of any description ; 
and such @ change had lately come over Nathalie 
that it wan difficult to reconcile her with her old 
self, 

She bad grown , and thin, and worn- 
tooking—a' * boutrast to the 
incarnation of ia” and vitality — ——_ 
formerly been’$ ie bo Bay,” m a 
ted the Bren achorn any remark on 
the alteration that had taken place in her 
appearance ; and when Lionel had ‘anxiously 
entreated her tc tee a doctor she had laughed at 
the idea, declared she was as well as. she could 
possibly be, and emphatically deciined falling fn 
with his suggestion. we 

He was very anxious on her behalf, not only 


engagement, which puzzled him very . 
ably. He could not prevail upon her to speak 
abont {t, and when he broached the subject she 
dismissed it as curtly as poseible, His father was 
elmost equally uncommuniocative, and so Lionel 
left off putting questions, and resolved to walt 
autil he had seen Farquhar before pursuing his 
inquiries eny further. . 

He knew he should not have very long to satay, 
for Nathalie’s flancé had announced his iitention 
of visiting King’s Dene very shortly, and Lionel 
looked forward to making his acquaintance with 
& good deal of curiosity, that was nob lessened by 
@ prejadice he had somehow imbibed for his 
future brother-in-law. 

OF his father’s pecuniary embarrassments, and 
the mortgages thah encumbered his inheritance, 
he was perfectly ignorant ; for Mr, Egerton had 


decided that, as matters had turned ont, there | had 


Was no necesalty for et gms br his sou with the 
story of his reckless speculations and their 
igmentable reanlt, and Nathalfe had, of course, 
agreed to his wishes, and preserved a rigid sllence 
regarding them. 

Bat it was not of these things Ilonel was 
thinking as he rode swiftly through the country 
lanes that led to his destination; the picture of 
Adrienne as she had appeared when he saw her 
leet, In a white flaouel dresa, with a bunch 
of forget-mge-note at her waist, haunted him 
with a pertinaclty that he did nob attempt 
fe explain, and effectually. banished al! obher 
idens, 

Very soon the noise of falling water warned 
him he was ear the weir, so he dismounted and 
tied his horee to a tree and then serantbied t bh 
a gap in the bedge, and found himeelf on ¢ 
bauk of the river, looking round anxfously to 
assure himself the object of hie thoughts was 
nowhere in sight, 

The water came foaming down, breaking into 
epray and churning iteelf into & volume of white 
froth as it fell. 

Lionel shuddered as he thought of how quickly 
a frail boat like the Water. Zily would be dashed 


to pieces In those stormy dep 
Even an the thought sks iteelf in his mind 


he gave & sudden start ; for there, & little way 


above, he saw thé Water-Lily herself, beln 
borne towards him with a raplalty that 7 Mewes 





every moment ; and down in the bottom of the 
boat crouched a white-robed figure, whose 
agonised blue eyes were fixed upon him with 
piteous appeal. 

He required no time In order to reallee the 
extent of her peril. [% flashed upon him the self- 
same moment he caught sight of her, and the’ 
ee v3 bee she was to besavedelmultancously 
presen . 7 

There was Only 6ne way—to swim across, and 
catch hold 6f the bodt before ft reached the weir, 
in “seconds than [t takes to tell it 

to save her or psrish In the 
ttempt, had flang off coat and waistcoat, puiled 
his boots, and Prmcten ica ue alee 
shore, earnestly gq that he 
he Gualineh, aad the boat Were 


rd 
f 


F 


@ was not neat enétigh to sed how white she 
wat, and how her hands werd’e 


and stretched ‘ds him, whfle—was it’ 7; 
or did her ipa is saame t su 
He was a powerful ewitmér, but for ail that 






a 
he found the tas he hid set tiimseif 
ie bane ee ianenn aeemee 
and the little Boi ‘Whe r tare comet wi 


' fe #watt, still in the extremity’ 
dat he should be tog Tate, and he 
his efforts to'an extent’ 


ae 
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a -roant aad tet Pity tn thie 
part Ott” he saw the Water Fly mush 
come, 

There were several stakes fixed at intervals 
airy Sor Sone es ppp gy oage ag wed ibe 
and held firmly by {t with the left hand, while 
with the right he seized the boat, and stopped ib 
in its downward career. 


The feab was one requiring a marvellous 
degree of strength as well as swiftness and 


dexterity fn execation, and afterwards he could | 4 


hardly have told how he accomplished {t, bud 
accomplish {b he did; and Adrienne, as she 
came out of the sem!-swoon fn which ‘terror had 
plunged her, and looked up into bis eyes, instead 
of thanke, sald, simply,— 

‘*I knew you would save me!” 


CHAPTER XVIIL 


Arter he left Nethallo Egerton on the 
ab Lynwood Hall that moonlit night, when 
parted for ever, life seemed a very d 
thing to Hagh Cleveland than {t- had 
he had leoked forward to spending ft 
It was ax if a cloud had fallen on 


seape, blo out alll ite em 
and desolate with 9 desolation 
nothing could retrieve, 


Eathualastic in every 
he had set his heart on 
appointment of wounded 
than it would have been to 


i 


a 
F 


5 
hi 


iz 


to end, he was ready to include all her sex fa 
sweeping condemnation, and declare that 
ness and purity were attributes that none: of 


possessed, 

Greatly as he admired her beauty fb wae 
that slone which had fascinated him, 
sapreme pee rtgereres her pees oot 
ees ® certain grand ty 

thought be saw Ip her nature, 
attract him, and he had felt for her that pas 
which only comes to a man once in his iffe, and 
which no other wottin would ever have power to 
awake within him 

He went back 66 hiv dingy rooms in London— 


i 


over the welr, tts occupant must inievit- | 


combined to | fl, 


old days, when her love lay like a halo on every- 
he did, aud when he had cherished vislous 
8 future in which they walked alde by side, 
her voice encouraged him In looking for. 
a fame that be felt eure he should some- 


ad seemed so light then—labour had 

and comparative poverty had no 
Giscourage him; for did not each 
the on the canvas, 
80 
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tisxntrophic. You will be 
‘monastery after awhile,” they 
ab the savagenesa of his 
Hugh muttered that {> was not un- 


. ps !” exclaimed one of his 

old college who was already beginning to 

found a name for himself at the Bar. ‘‘ There Is 

nothiog Itke labour for making a fellow forget his 
bles. 


Bat Hugh could not work ; the cunning had 
from hand and brain, and he threw 
down his palette aud brushes in despair, 
*'I’amo good trying!” he sald, one day, as he 
gob up from bis easel, ‘ How canI paint while 
my heart {fs not‘tn my work?” 
Some words of Tennyson came In his head, and 
he repasted them over, bitterly; — 


“ Qomtort—scorned of devils! That is truth the poet 
That a sorrow’s crown, of sorrow is rememberivg 
happier things. : 


bP. 
i 


s 

8 
“£ 

Se 


sine Stnemeaees an Shed ean auededvas 
to Ke bat u a3 
of where he was 

— over, and there were not “very many 
ople about—a fach on which Hagh congratu- 
Iated himself. fa 


Suddenly bis attention became 
swayed to one sidearif a by giddiness. 
She & ; then staggered to a seat 
that chaneed to be near, and sat down. 
Cleveland paused too, in indecision, but a 

at the lady's white. face decided him, and 
e wend up to her, 
" Are Hili’’ be said, and. he was consclous 
ot in her features that seemed fai. 
Har, althe he could not believes that he bad 
ever raet her before. ; 

be was a woman of about eight or nine-and- 

rather otherwise, and 


. than 
eyes and hair, and an ap- 
pearance that may be beat be described as 
distingué, an effect considerably heightened by 


ee oe” 
She looked and teled to smile in answer 
Pp q . 
vertigo seized bat I am not 
+ at leat, Taball be all 
MET Oan 1 prop ox ot way 1” 
9 Think nob, thank you." 


* At-any rate, I will stay you antil you 
ins cenenelal, tis a cet hd menier'ot feet 





the rooms where he had med of Her In the 


he was astonished at his own persistence, 
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He sat down on the oppotite end of the seat, 
and waited for about ten minutes, not iovking at / 
her, bet ma figares on the ground with the 
point of his tick 


When he did ¢ up, he found her eyes 
Gx3d upon him ra keenly, as if she found the 
atudy of his face 


“T think, after all, I avall myself of your 
kindness,” she sald, withont the faintest of 
embarrassment In volce or manner, ‘I live 
quite near—In De Vere Gardens—and if you will 
give me your arm, f shal! be very much obliged.” : 

He offered It fustantly, and escorted her home, 
Nefther spoke on the way bnt when got to 
the door she took a from her and 
gave ft to him. A 

*T thank 6 very much for your kindaess, 
Sean shige Lael Oe alas 

eyes. ve 
of seeing you, and renewing my thanks on some 
future ccsasion $” - 


at the footman the door, and, after he had 
ere gafen byob: house, he Jooked at the 
— 


“Teanen Farqurar” « 


“ Varquhar—Farqubar 1" he muttered, below 
his breath ; I wonder it she fs any relation to 
Gilbert Farquhar }” + tke 

Perhaps it was this coincidence of - names: 
helped. to impress the incident on his 
at any rate, {t haunted him with such singu 
pertinacity thata or two later he called at 
No. —, Da Sareemntinen and inquired for Miss 
Farquher—rather uncertala whether he was 

oor 


iF 


5 


ho in assuming the lady to be unmarried. 
he game footman who had opened the 
Mamet ey bs gs knock, and at once admitted 


“ My mietress sald that if you called I wae 
ask you to please come fv, sir,” he sald ; and 
followed him upstairs, glancing round 
artistic appreciation at the tasteful 
= poe that on all sides met 

cesen servant paused, and 
® crimson velvet portfdre, ‘ 


i) 


ag 

i 

ri 
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and pure of texture that ft fell without 

artificial draping into the most gracefal folds | 
foe anetly cuttinad the curves of its wearer's 
figure, which, if a trifle too fully developed, was, 


nevértheless, statuesquely beautiful in tte pro- | beauty Ltself, 


portions, ; 
She , and 
tog Whetan advanced a few steps, hold- 


to opportunity of renewing my ex- 

pressions of titude for your kindness 

othier day | Sa easlilined ee 
was rather embarrassed by this em- 


“Indeed, you make too much of what you are. 
pleased to my ‘kindness, he enawered, | 
"E condor myself the debtor to a lucky acc. | 


f 


dent, although, as a matter of fact, I waa nob] A 
assistance,” 


‘Sble to render you much ‘ 
More than you think, I should 
have fainted through sheer nervousness if I had. 


LF 


>] 


a. 
coloured alk, so aoft. 


“Tam so glad to see you! Iwas most anxtous | self 
have an 


) hand enabled me to retain my self-possession, 
rt you live near here?” she sald, changing the 
subject abropily, 

8 told her hfs place of residence, 

“ And you are an artist?” she added, quickly. 

“How did you ‘guess that?” he asked, 
smiling. 

“Itdid not need much penetration. Certainly 
you do not wear your hair long, nelther ie your 
coat of shabby velveteen ; but there is something 
ia your face that proclaims your profession with 
equal certainty,” 

" You are very penetrating,” he observed, with 
@ touch of eatire fn his volce that she wae quick 
es 

erhsps thy helps me,” she returned, 
quistly, PT dabble fa art en “A 

"Woes branch of {6} heats 

“Nob créwel needlework,” she sald, laughing. 
“ Would you like to see any of my efforts?” 

“Very much, indeed,” 

She led the hy. the end of the room, 
and, drawing back the rich plush curtalo, showed 
& sort of studio, round which were ecattered 
statues and bronzes, Etruscam vases, mingled 
with rich bits of colour; up in one corner au 
easel atood, from which she pulled aside the 
covering, and disclosed an ox completed 
abudy of a woman's head. 

ugh looked at it very attentively; he was 
used to the diletante efforts of lady-students, for 
which he cherished a most profound contempt ; 
but this was something quite different, ac one 
glance was sufficient to assure him. 
_ There wasa breadth, a vigour, a boldness of 
( that few female artists achieve, and 
that very much astonished him in an amateur. 

“Well,” anid Miss Farquhar, who had been 
watebivg him, " what do you think of {t}” 

“'T thiok It shows great genius, but the exe- 
cution ts more like a man’s than a woman’s,” 
he replied, candidly. 

She laughed carelessly, and dropped the cover: 


over {t again, 
“I have been told that before, and I am In- 
to believe ft. I consider it high praise ; 
sex, with.one noble exception, have not 
¢ ow distinction {In the Temple of 
and I.am ambitious. Bat now tell me 
of your own work.” 
Hugh's brow clouded at the question, 
ehetees little enongh to tell. I have done 
* Bat how {s that?” 
" T have loat interest fn {t,” 
* Then you have been in trouble,’ she said, 
shrewdly. ‘* Great trouble, Ishould imagine,” 
. He did. nob. answer, and with inimitable tac) 


if 


ordinary demeanour, and Hogh found him- 
specnlating as to unknown depths in her 

nature that no plammet-line had yet sounded. 
Ib was strange how quickly he felt at ease with 
‘her, and how natural {t seemed to find hitmeelf 
to her—talking to her fn an almost confi- 
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| cerned. 


said. “ We live here together, he andf, Per. 
haps you know bim already, though ?” 
“What ft his name?” he asked, growing 


pale, 

“Gilbert Farquhar, Ah! I see you know him 
by your start of técognition, «Can you come to 
morrow night ¥” 

**F am afraid not,”“anwwered Hugh, hastily, 
“T think I have an engagement.” 

"You think you have!” archly. 
be strre on stich a point?" 

“ Well, then, I'am sure of ft,” 

"*In that case I shall have to defer the intro- 
duction, for Githert is golog Into the country the 
day after to-morrow.” 

‘*T'o King’s’ Dene?” asked Cieveland, for- 
gebting himself in his Interest. 

She flashed « rapld glance at him, 

"Yes, to Kipg’a Dene, You know the 
place?” » 

“T was staying wear there a month or txa 
ago,” he answered, confusedly, 

“Then you doubtless heard of my brother's 
engagement }” 

we Yes,” 

“Do you know Miss Ezerton!” 

* A ibtle.” 

“Phen you can tell me something about her, 
for I have never eeon her, and am anxious to know 
what she is like. O/ course I have heard Glibert 
speak of her, but he'fs fu love, so what he ‘saya 
catnot be trusted. Is she handsome }” 

"T believe she is considered so.'’ 

* Bat do you consider ber a0?” 

* Yes,” 

‘€ That is satisfactory so far—brief, and to the 
point, as answers to questions should be, fs she 
dark or fafr?” 

“Dark.” 

“How dark—ae dark as Iam?” 

"Ip is quite a different sort of darknews; her 
complexion is brown, rather, and she haga brilliant 
colour,’ 

** Not ollve like mine, without a tonch of red 
to redeom {t!” laughed Izabel. “ Ah, there are 
no complexions like Eaglish girle possess,” 

** You are Eogilsh, are you not!" 

“ Only half-Eogiish, My mother waa s Greek 
so that accounts:for my pale skin. Bat I don’s 
want to leave the enbjsct of Nathalie Egerton— 
tell me about her,” 

“T have nothing to tell,” said Cleveland, who 
felt a curfous mixture of pain and pleasure in 
bearing the name of the girl he loved. He con- 
gratulated hiraself on the calmuers with which he 
spoke it, bub he was wrovg in thinking he 
deceived Miss Farquhar, whove syes were a2 
kéen-sighted ae hor brother’s and who, after he: 
visttor bad departed; satd to herself, as she 
watched him from the window,—- 

** There have been sorae love-passages betwoen 
him and Gilbert's ficneée. I wonder how far 
they went, and if I shall be able to find ont from 
him?” <0 <a 

The chaness were in favonr of her doing so, for 
Mies Isabel Farquhar generally contrived to find 
out all she wanted to know io a matter that 
interested ber, as this did. 


‘*Can’t you 


CHAPTER XIX. 


Arte very great difficulty, Lionel contrived 
to awim to the bank, drawing the boat with his 
and there he helped Adrienne ashore. Her caim- 
nessa and self-possession astonizhed him, for 
although she had evidently been aware of ber 
petiious situation, che bad not manifested the 

heest alarm. 

“How is-lb you were not frightened?’’ he 
asked, securing the Water. Lily to the stump of « 
tree. 


‘I was’ frightened—very frightened—uantll I 
saw you,” she answered, slmply, qaite unconscious 
of the significance of her answer, 

Lionel’s face flazhed, and his tone lovolantariiy 
softened when next he spoke. 

ia did -your alarm cease when you saw 
met” 

“Oh b-yeo—at least, #0 far as I myeelf was con- 
y only fear wavon your account, forl 
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did not know bub that the current might bave 
proved too strong for you to resist,” 

She heeltated a moment, then held out both 
her hande, and Ifted ber bine eyes—suflused 
with teare—to hie, “ How shall I thank yca for 
eaving my life, Mr. Egerton |—words seem quite 
inadequate.” 

‘Then do not attempt to use thera,” he 
interposed, gravely, raising the pretty hands 
to his ps. 

“Bat I oust |” she exclaimed energ»tically ; 
“TL ecannot allow such 8 service to go amrecog- 
nised.” 

*' Believe me I should be infinitely better pleased 
{f you would not mention ft xf 

She looked at him for a moment in silence, 

“Do you really mean this?” 

‘} really mean It—every word.” 

“Then I will obey your ” ghe said, 
after another thoughtful pause ; “ bat, fo retarn, 
zon ane ayaa Pee ae ee ey I was In 

auger.” 

"Why not—if I may ask ¢” 

“ Because Sir Ralph would be sure to censure 
Captain Lynwood for allowing me to go out by 


myself, 
‘And jastly too!” exclaimed Licnel, 
**T cannot safficlently blame his care- 


warmly, 
lessness,” 

“ Bat ft was nob hie fault ; ft was mine alone, 
for I wished him to leave me.” 

“Thab makes no difference whatever—he 
knew the river was dangerous below Lynwood 
Hall. Now, If you had gone up, towards King’s 
Dane, is would have been quite a different 
thing.” 

“ Perhaps he didn’t think I should come so 
far,’ marmured Adrienne; “ at all events, I 
am very anxtous he should not Incur his uncle’s 
anger on my account, and so I would rather 
nothing was said about the accident-—as you are 
willing to ferege the praise your heroism 
deserves,” she added, with a emile, 

“ Aw for that, [should prefer no one knew I 
had an impromtn bath prem ok yates bat, ac I 
said before, I think Lyn ought to get the 
blame he so richly deserves, Still, if you wish 
ib to be kept secret-——” 

"I do, very much,” she sald, emphatically, 
and after that Lionel could do nothing bat 
acquiescs In her desire, although sorely against 
his will. 

“ J will walk home across the fields,” Adrienne 
ennounced. ‘ I don’t think I dare venture back 
by water,” shuddering. ‘'I suppose the boat 
will be all right here }” 

“Yea, If you give fs in charge of a man at 

I would offer to do it for you, bud 
my wet clothes might excite remark, and that 
le to be avoided, as you wish the affair kopt 
secret.” 

** You had better make all haste home and zet 
into dry garmente,” she returned, with some 
anxiety. ‘'I hope you won’t catch cold.” 

“No danger of that; Iam hardened egainst 
the weather by thia tiae, and wet harte me no 
more than ib would a retriever. Nevertheless, 
I suppose I had better wish you good-bye, as 
this is jast the time I am most likely to reach 
home unobserved,” 

He shook hands and left her, and was soon 
on bis horse, galloping homewards, 

Adrienne watched him till he was out of sight, 
then told the man at the mill to look after the 
Water-Lily, and set out towards the Hall, deter- 
mining that no one should know of the accident 
thet had befallen her. 

She would not allow herself to blame Oho 
for conduct that she was bound to admit was 
thoughtless Io the extreme, but tried io excuse 
ib by telling herself that {t was some time since 
he had been on that part of the river, and he 
had forgotten that she would be likely to run 
any risk from the welr, She was quite aware 
that she had, in a measure, taken bis place by 
her marriage with Sir Ralph, and fb bad been s 
constant endeavoar on her part to atone for 
having done so, 

Still, 1b was-less of him than of Lienel she was 
thinking, as she walked through the shady 
janes, where convolvulus and briony were twining 
in the hedges, in place of the wild roses that had 





try as he might, but, all 
decided not to give the slightest 


one, for her Innocent truthfalness laid her open | 
to any attack that Osho might wish to make 
against her. : 

As ® consequence of ap ee, San see 


young wife seemed to have the effect of drawing 
them closer together than before, although 
nelther of them was aware of {t. 

Aaa matter of fact, they were like two children 
playing on the edge of a cliff, which might, at 
any moment, crumble beneath thelr feet, and 
precipitate them both into the gulf below, and, 
ike children, they remained unconscious of the 
risk they ran. 

Whatever Osho may have felt as he saw 
Adrienne return safe and sonnd from the expedl- 
tion that he had imagined might have sach a 
different ending, he was wise enough to say 
nothing, and did not even inquire how far she 
had gone, or why she had walked back, instead 
of coming by water. 

Sir Ralph was quite satisfied with her explaua- 
tion that she had got tired of rowing, and had 
left the boat at the mill, but he exacted from her 
a promise that she would never in futare venture 
on the river alone—a promise she was quite 

to give, and kept moat religiously. 

About this time Mr, Gilbert Farquhar arrived 
at King’s Dene, and Lionel was introduced to his 
sister's fancé. ‘ 

It cannot be sald that the banker made a very 
favourable impression om his prospective brother- 
iu-law, who was a pretty accurate observer of 
human —, fer ae his — were com- 
paratively few, you a manifold experience 
of his fellow-men. He was accustomed to look 
below the surface, and it seemed to him that for 
all his polished mausers, Farquhar was nod a 

tleman, and therefore no fit mate for his 
tifal sister. 

What had Induced her to consent to the 
betrothal he could not understand, for he thought 
he knew her too well to believe that her suitor’s 
immense wealth would influence her, and yet the 
man himself was oué of the last he Imagined she 
would have chosen, ; 

“Women are ‘ kittle-cattle,’"’ be said to him- 
self, as he mentally argued the point, but found 
no setiefactory volution of the difficulty, Even 
‘'Solomon, with ell his wiedom, failed to 
anderstand them, so it fe not likely I should 
succeed,” 

Nathalie’s demeanour, too, puzzled him more 
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ou,” added Lionel, lookiog at her earnestly, 
H » that althow had come out for the pur- 
, I did not feel justified In 


léte that appeared to be so 
was ons somewhat im 


portant ” 
ly, * He was caaeet 


And did you do so!” 


‘© When Is it to be?” 

‘© The first week in September.” 

“* So soon!” 

“Do you think {t soon?” asked Nathalie. 
quietly. ‘Ithought so too, but Mr. Farquhar 
a with me, and so I yielded the point.” 

Lionel sat silent for a few minutes; then he 
selzed his sister’s hand, and gezed very fixedly 
into her eyes, ; 

**Nathalie! We were always good friends, 
were we novi” 

‘* Always |” she returned, emphatically, 

*©We never had a qaarrel fn our lives, and our 
love for each other was deeper and truer than 
that of ordinary brother and elster. Ia it as 
deep and true now as ft was In our childhood, my 
dear?” She returned his gaze with one as 
atendfast. , 

“ Yes, I think so—at least so far as I am con- 
cerned, I am sure of it,” 

“ And you need not donbt me, for years had 
no power to Jessen my affection, and it has even 
grown stronger during these few months that we 
have been together, although I have seen com- 
paratively little of you. I have reminded you of 
those old days, because then we had no secrets 
from each other, whersas now———” he paused, 
and he conld see that she bad grown paler, aud 
that she was trembling—" now you are leas open 
with me, and I have a sort of feeling that you are 
hiding something from me,” 

If he could but have known what It was, and 
that she was sacrificing herself for his eake and 
her father’s ! 

But he did not know it, and Nathalle resolved 
he never should, She was not the woman to do 
things by halves, and having once determined on 
her course of action, she would go on to the 
bitter end, without a thought of self, or turning 
back 


** Years bring changes,” she sald gently, “ and 
responalbilities as well, I could you every- 
thing before you went to India, for my secrets, tf 
I had any, were all my own, Now Ibis differen 
and if Iam less epen with you, ft is because 
must not betray the affairs of other people,” 

, He bent down and kissed her brow, 

“You are right, my sister, and I will respect 
your ailence ; I must ask you one 
question, and I teoplore you to answer it trath- 
fully. Is this contemplated marriage of yours 
one of inclination / ” 

“ What do mean?” she sald, trembling, 
and looking at with dilated eyes, 

“T mean, fs Mr, Farquhar the man of your 
choice ¢”’ 

“He fs the man I wish to marry,” she 


replied, 
“ But has he gained your love!” 





July 23, 1990. 


THE LONDON READER. 


377 








“Tionel!” she exclaimed, In desperation, 
“there are some things which even you have no 
right to sek, and this is one. I tell you I am 
quite willing to become Gilbert Farquhar’s wife, 
and this must suffice you.” 

“ You are sure you are not eoerced—your In- 
clinations are In no wise forced 1" he pereleted, 
undaunted by her rebellious tone. 

“ How I be coerced, and who do you 
think would attempt to force my Inclination }” 
she sald, with a leugh, in which there was very 
Metle mirth, ‘You spesk like a man in a 


novel, ; 
“Dol! My feelings are, nevertheles:, very 
real, but if Ihave your assurance that you are 
fulfilling this engagement of your own free will I 
will say nO more, and only hope you may be 
- 


"Then I give you that ee oe Mr. 


gene an an af things at 
So she hadi gone, after all! 





ward Dalrymple wondered a little how she 
to alter her arrangements, He 

hour named quite distinctly, 
not catch the place, and she was 
at nine o'clock, for he had heard 
clock strike before he was out of sight 


was no basiness of his, It made him feel 

fortable. He wished that he had never 

t anything abont John Martin and his 
could not get them out of bis head. 

eastward the next day, and after 

found himself at Plymouth, and 

ill, he found Lord Pyetmere, 

saw bie lordship’s name on the list and asked 

or two of the head wafter. 

man was very ill, he was told, Some 

» Hot Infectious, brought om, as far as 

learn, from his, maybe, exposure to 

the alr after a hurried ride. He was quite alone 

bis servant, There was no lady with 

ey all devoutly wished there was, for 

seemed somewhat stupid and very hand- 


ff he will see me!” Eiward 
“I know bim, and may be of 


slr, if you wish,” the walter 


inne 
ee! - dl 
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won't know you; he’s quite off | 7 


he certainly wae, rambling about 
, but with his latest villainy 


wi 
2 He went on istently 
> Martin at nine 
@ constant 
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Wherever the erriog woman was, she was not 
th Lord Pyetmere, if she was really gone from 
It looked uncommonly as if she had 
her old lover serve as a catepaw 
off with someone else. 
“ What the deuce brings you here!’ was Lord 
'yetmere’s a hemo to his ns gay ac- 
quaintance, w was strong enough to talk 
pl are " How did you come to know where I 
wast” 

“J learned by accident you were here, I 
have known you where fo Oornwall for some 


"The deuce you have! Who told you!” 
“My own eyes and ears, I saw you at 


Lord Pyetmere’s answer to thie Information 
was to break out into some very unparliamentary 
language, indeed, and bestow his curses 
on Carnmath and everybody in it, and then 

demand with more objargations whether 
business there was to follow and spy 


: 


a) 





I kept the appointment; she did not, curve her ! 
From the moment when you saw uz part I have 
never seb eyes on her!” 

He was speaking the truth, there could be no 
doubt of it; be bad been made use of in some 
tg woman had disappeared In a clever 
fashion, leaving odium of her wrong-doing 
upon him, She wae worse than ever ehe seemed 
to be, and was hardly worth another thonght. 

" A lucky escape for me,"’ Lord Pyetmere said 
as Edward Dalrymple wished him good-bye. 
“ Enough to make a fellow foreswear the sex 
altogether, And she swore she loved me, the 
jade, while she was planning a journey with 
some other meD. Tam well rid of ner.” 


A year passed away, and the flowers were 
blooming sgain, and Edward Dalrymple was {n 
Scotland with his mother, when one morning at 
breakfast Mr, Dairymple put down the news- 
paper she wae glancing through with a half- 
uttered, — 

“ How horrible {| ” 

" What is horrible, mammile dear!” asked her 
son, 

* Marders and ali sorta of things,” replied 
the lady, oracularly, ‘'at that place with the 
queer name, where you stayed a night last 

ear.” 


"Many Cornish towns have queer names,” 
Mr. Dalrymple said, chippirg an egg. “ Which 
particular one Is ih ¢” 

“ Carnmath.” 

“Oarnmath! Leb me ses, mother, dear,” 

She handed him the paper, and he forgot his 
breakfast, while he read the solution of the 
mystery that had puzzled him so long. The 
paragraph was headed, “A Mystery Solved,” 
and ran as follows :— 

“A curious s of a murder comes to us 
from a remote villsge In the extreme west of 
Cornwall, and the interest of It is enhanced by 
the fach that the discovery is due to the cele- 
brated bicodhound, ‘ Ajax,’ purchased last year 
by Archibald Chisley, Esq., MP. for Ched- 
lington. 

“The hon. gentleman was on a walking tour 
through Cornwall, Passing through a small 
village {n one of the wildest of the western dis- 
tricts, he stopped to admire the singular beauty 
of acottage and garden situated in a disused 
stone quarry. He was told that the high cultt- 
vation and extreme beauty of the place were due 
to the fact that the proprietor was o skilfal 
florist, and made a fair living ond of It, even in 
that remote region, being exceptionally clever {n 
the perfecting of roves, and supplyivg severs! 
London houses throughout the summer with 
rare blooms, 

“* The owner of the place was lying {ll at the 
time of the hon. gentleman's visit, bub his 
deputy courteously asked him to walk round the 
garden, the most beautifal and prolific part of 
which was invisible from where he stood. The 
dog entered with him, but no notice was taken, 
as ‘Ajax’ ls remarkably gentie and docile, and 
follows closely to heel. eg occurred till 
Mr, Chisley had got round to the back of the 
house, where, in a far corner of the garden, a 
labourer was digging fn a bed of fine standard 


roses, 

“ At the edge of the bed he had made a large 
hole for the purpose, ft seemed, of barylng 
leaves and rubbish, Into this hole the dog 
sprang, knocking down the man who was at 
work, and at once beginning bo tear ap the earth, 
and do much damage to the flowers In his frantic 
efforts to get at something which was concealed 
underneath. 

“Ib was with the ubmost difficulty that he was 
dragged away; and when ab length, by the 
oo. oe ween een the 
place, he was dragged out, it was @ torn rag 
in his mouth, and the fact lald bare that there 
prey gg body lying at no great depth below 


** Help was soon at hand, and in a very short 
time the corpse of a woman was exhumed, whom 
those present had no difficulty in recognising, In 
Fon oe lapse of time, aa the missing wife of 

! 


“She was supp sed to have run away from her 
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husband aboub 9 year ago, and from what Is 
known of her former history no one appears to 
have doubted that such was the cave, 

“Steps were at once taken for the arrest of 
the husband on euspiclon of murder; but ail 
doubt has been set at rest by the man’s full 
confession, 

‘Tt the deed had not been discovered in the 
way it was, a letter which he had written to the 
clergyman of the district shows that he did not 
Intend todie without making full acknowledg- 
ment of his crime. He lfes in a dying state, and 
will not probably last many days, and he has 
told his afserable story to the gentleman thr 
whose agency his secrot was discovered, and 
the officers of justice and his clergyman. 

" Several years ago he married a country girl, 
who eloped with a well-known gentleman a short 
time after the marrisge, and for years led an 
abandoned life, Her husband discovered her 
after awhile, passing as the wife of # tleman 
of means and position, whom she married 
under a false name, 

“ He took her back to his home, and for a time 

belleved ehe was repentant and content, till 
he suddenly discovered, to his horror, that she 
wae again correspo with her first betrayer, 
and planning to go back to the life she had led 
under his auspices, He made eure of her false- 
hood by followlpg ber, and over-hearing what 
passed between the pair on the very day when 
they had planned to elope a second time together, 
aud he stopped {t by awaiting his wife’s arrival to 
prepare for her journey, and strangling her, 
; |g ** They had no servant living in the and 
by pubting about the report that she had gone 
away, he was able to dispose of her in such a 
manner as te excite no suspicion, 

* The quarry is a lonely place, and the facb of 
his digging in A | fashion in the garden, which 
he was continually altering, was not In the least 
suspicious, 

“Since the day when he deposited his guil 
wife under the edge of the rose-bed he had } 
the life of a recluse, admitting no one into the 
house, though he employed assistants {nh his 
gardea work, 

“ He expresses himself as thankful that the 
Alscovery has been made, and declares that he 
has lived the life of a lost soul ever since the 
awfal night.” — 

This was the story that John Dalrymple read 
over his breakfast, with the soft scent of the 
flowers wafted through the open window of his 
mother’s morning-room. 

“That was Mra, Catew, mater, dear,’’ he sald, 
* You remember her {” 

‘ ee beautifal girl that sang at that bazaar ’” 

‘ es,” 

" And married that young curate,” 

4 Yeu,’ 

"Poor fellow! How awful! Shall you tell 
him, Ned 1” 

“No, He fein Egypt now, Let it reed: till 
he comes back. Abihere fs something else.” 

It was only a tiny » Stating thatsince 
the first news had come of discovery it was 
learned that the miserable husband of the mur- 
dered woman wae dead also. He had been ill for 
a long time, worn out, doubtless, by remorse and 
the dread of detection. 

The murderer and the poor remaine of bis 
sictin were laid together fn one grave, and the 
cottage and garden sold, 

“* The fittest ending to such a story |!" Edward 
Dairymple said, when he heard of the final 
disposition of things, And Joscelyn Carew, when 
he came home from his long trip abroad, stouter 
in body, and calmed and comforted In mind by 
the great healer, Time, said the same, 


[YH END.] 
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Tue “ deadly” upas tree if falrly large, with a 
thick, dark bark, which, when cut, gives forth an 
oozy, milky flaid. The liquid is ased for arrow 
poison by the natives, The terror of the jangle 
fs the ringgus tree. When cut with au axca 
shower of milky flald comes forth, and wheraver 




























SIR RUPERT’S WILL. 
—0:— 
CHAPTER I. 
Inonam Case fs in W—tbire, 8 fine old red 



































brick mansion, with stone to door and thought always—ever 
pr and ie air of antiquity babe —_ PDB yon obs merge eae" h 
grea com recent date wrt 
erection would seem to warrant, for ib was boilt a peoldeen We — craig 
in the reign of Chatles the Becond ; and is wat | ‘4 shadow ditted over the sick mso's wasted, 
some ca merry patrician features 
payor o the honour of p odo ny ‘abel. fae end ‘ 7" fe Bias 
conferred on one Stephen Ingram—less, Ib} afraid I have not been kind 
is supposed, for any pertioular merit of his own joa abi Ges fear een pe upon es 
than that he chanced to be the father of a0} yish the greatest bitterness now. Tacted, es } 
extremely pretty daughter, who wes msld of ht, for the best ; but, after sll, I question 
honour to Katherine of Tiraga:a, and whose | whether ty ald not savour of ereciey to biod your 
bright eyes rendered her # special favourite of fair young life to my old and faded one, inst 
the kings’. of leaving you free to accept and bestow thab 
& very rich one ; the lands of Ingram Chase, | mating you my wife beiore you kaew your own 
broad and fertile, sloped down to the beantifal heart 1 did you a_wrong, whose magnitude 
Bevern, whose sliver side: relieg.t thelr | | never suspected, but my death atone— 
midst. The park was. extensive : surely it will abone |” 
CoE eee te ane rane eee | Hesauk back on hls pillow ‘half-exhemted by 
the yehemence with which he had spoken, and 
miles round, and in all W—shire there was not a che poured ont a little brandy, and dilating 
man more highly esteemed, more deeply respec oe eae 05 Sfies fn ? 
than he who now lay on a bed of sickness from | '% 8 re 
which f> was feared he would never rise—Sir 
















to 
sarees Be seneth ond lory of the sunset po roo | You have byw care now, or 
pleasan' touching best » to owe ve fn 
topa of the chestauts, whose spiral columns of | worig aud however hatd I might strive, I should 





never be able to tell tiom of your 
pach ET pages 
t shonld I have done ten ago, when I 


ak tick MA me to 


he repented. “ Yes, that ls 

on continued ts that 
to 's mie all 
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would have been 
afrald you would 
marry that mercenary cold- 
hearted rouc, who was counting on the fortuve 1 
might leave you—and so, to save you from him 
—and maybe from @ selfish wish to kee you wear 
me—I you to become my wife.” 

"You need have 20 fear,” she enid, a faint 
flush colourisg her cheeks. “Captain Liston 
was never more to me than the veriest stranger. 
He looked at ber carfously, 











either be taken to sf sorrow, or ® melan- | , Then you have not been what the world calls 
choly pleasure in a state of affairs in which ail ' 
domestic arrengements were turned upside down, 
and household duties might be safely neglected 
in favour of gossip, 

The Baronet’s room was large and lofty, and 
farnished with antique furniture, sizictly in 

the fashion of the house. fteelf ; 

the windowa were hang with dark velyeb cur- 
tains, as waa also the but the drapery of 
the er aka te eee Sen order that ibe 
occupant better see girlish Ggure 
sented In a big arm-chafr, close by his side—an 
arm-chalr large enough to hold two such slender 
forms as hers, 


bird’s song that came. in bh 
window from the shrubbery below. Presently 
the Baronet opensd his 

“ Mildred!” he 


ight. com’ Bika % 

“ He sald he should be here atveighd, and it is 
half-past eeven now. Do you. feel: worse—would 
you like me to send for him |” ’ 

The Baronet shook his head ina faint nega- 


tive, 
“No, 1 feel rather better and stronger—the | her 
lash flicker of. the taper before fb expires,” he 
price grey yp doy oa pillows, and 
his eyes reat on her faca—the pte 





it touches the ekin It Ie agonising ia effect, 









of a girl In her earliest. you 
yob, twenty. “I am quite, 
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As a rule these were not flourishing, and it 
was at & very early stage , 
lad to face that most difficult of soclal 
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you | fale young mistress, idolised by everyone with 


in contact, and reigning like a 
| queen by right divine of her youth and beauty, 
| and only one cloud darkened her horizon. 

‘| Si Rapert’s sole remaining relative was s 


: 
‘ 
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pn ko ayer ganas. ~ epee at 
and no reconciliation had taker. 
nape ottsion eae! ter oseorreanh 
i 's the consequen) 
chances of his own disinbaritance, ts 
Mildred, morbidly conscious of the difiiculttes 
had imbibed « certain dread of 
looked» forward to his arrival 
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g 
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urmured,: se she eat 
and thinking to herself how much 
better he looked than he had done a few houra 
ago; and yet even as the $ came, Long- 
fellow’s words involuntarily flashed. across her 
memory,— 


‘Tis but the rest of thefire trom which the afr has 
taken ; 

“Tis but the rest of the sand when the hour glass is 
not shaken, 

‘Tis vat the rest of the wind between the flaws that 

iw 
Tis bat the rest of the tide between the ebb and the 
ow!" 


By-and-by there was a knock at the door, and 
@ minute later it was opened toadmit fwo gentle- 
men—Dr. Cartwright and Mr. Selwin, the 
lawyer, who had driven over post-haste in answer 
to Mildred’s urgent meseage, 

You have arrived at an opportune moment,” 
sald the Baronet, languidly, to Dr, Cartwright, 
“Iam about giving instructions to Selwin to 
make my will, and you may as well remaln here 
the while, and witness 1b when ft ie finished. 
Mildred, will you leave us for half an hour?” 

_ rose, and then heeltated a renee 

“ You are sure you are strong en to bear 
the fatigue?” she said, doubtfally, tiny 

" Qalte, and ff 10 fs to be done. the sooner the 
; 30 go and get s little rest.” 

She made no further demur, but left the room, 
the door of which was held open for her by Mr. 
Selwin, a short, droll man, with wiry hair snd 
keen, grey eyes which looked ab her rather dis- 
Saag ¢ Beek of Boctaot iegreatemene aries 

a of Row ewasa i 
disbeliever in womanhood: generally, but he 


i 


looked with espéclal disfavour on this cular 
member of the sex, who had contrived to fascl- 
natethe Baronet by her arts and beauty, and 
who, he had small doubt, had no other than 
motives for her marriage, 











Pedley might have been called pretty—certainiy 
attractive. 

** You need not go into my hasbaud just get,” 
sald Mildred, ‘‘ Hoe ta engaged tn some busines 
transactions with his lawyers.” 

“When shall 1 retarn to my post, then!” 
asked Miss Pedloy, flashing a rapid glance at her 
from under her gold-tringed \da, 

‘Not until I oall you.” 

The wuree bowed, and turned away, while Lady 
Ingram passed Into her owx room, which waa 
opposite the aick chamber. Ib was a lnxurlant 
spartment, farnished with pale green chiniz, 
over which moss rosebuds olirabed in a pattern as 
protty as ip was; bewildering. The walls wera 
hung with the same ; and the tollet-teable was a 
perfech marvel of dainty appolutments, laden 
with crystal vaeer, and essence boxce, and cut- 
glaas escent bottles. 

Asa matter of fact Mildred was very tired— 
may, almost worn out with the fatigue of 
watching which had kept her. without sleep for 
the last forty-eight hours; nevertheless, fearful 
lest her huvbaud might require her presence, abe 
determined not to lie down, bub drew an ensy 
chair close up to the window, and leaned back in 


‘1 while the soft, weet. wind, perfume laden, swept 


across her face, stirring the Nght rings of halr, 
above her temples, and bringing with it a certain 
sense of soothing calm. But nature wae too 
strong for her, and before she had been there very 
long her ds closed, and she sank into the deep 
slamber of exhausted youth, 

She awoke suddenly, and with « start, te find 
Miss Pediey bending over ber. 

“Tady Iagram, wake up!” exclaimed the 
narse, shaking her arm, ‘Come to your husband 
now—at once.” 

Mildred needed no second bidding, and in 
another moment was bendiag over the pillows, 
whereon rested a calm, atill face, whose rigid 
pallor struck her with awe. 

“Sie Rapert!}” she sald, in a low bushed tone, 
touching his cold hand with her warm, yeang 
fingers, “ My dear busband——” 

He did not answer, The kind volce had 
spoken its Inst sentence, the kind eyss beamed 
their last glance ; and without a murmor of pain 
or regret, in the solemn silence of the May night, 
Sir Rupert Ingram had ylelded up bls soul to his 
Maker's keeping. 


CHAPTER II, 


AnD so the baronet's body wae laid to reat in a 
grim old family vault in the village church, while 
the sunlight fell in gorgeous patches of brightness 
through the stained-glass windows, and nature 
revelled in the beauty of a lovely spring day. 
Afterwards, those who had assisted at the fnneral 
—mostly nelghbours and friends of the deceased 
baronet—sesembled In the library of the Chase to 
hear the will read; and at Mr. Sslwin’s 
especial request, Mildred herself was there, 
looking very pale and fragile fn her eweeplug, 
black robes as she sat near the window, with Miss 
Pediley on a low chair at her side. 

Mr. Selwia, attired in a decorous sult of 
mourning, and having before him a whole array 
of letters and papers, stood up with document in 
his hand, and cleared hie throat preparatory to 
£ 
“y ere here a deed which I am forced to 
regard aa the Inet will and testament of my 
lamented client,” he said, in tones of slow 
deliberation that never theless expressed coneider- 
able anxiety ; “but, before reading it, I think I 
ahall be only doing my duty in making a alight 
statement, Last Monday eventog Iwas sent for 
to draw up another will, whose tenor was very 
different to this one, and after I had written down 
Sir Rapert’s instructions as briefly and succinctly 
as Ecould, he effixed his siguature, which was 
witnpesed by. Dr. Cartwright; and Stone, the 
butler. I then requested my client te let me 
take possession of the will so as to secure {te 
safety ; but he declined, and pat.{i under bis 
pillow, saying he wished to think over it. After- 


wards Dr, Cartwright and I left the slck-room, 


ia accordance with the express desire of Sir 
Ropeért, who declared be feit much better, and 
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desired to be alone, and it wae then abont eleven 
o'clock. Shortly before twelve, Dr. Cartwright— 
who had been having supper with me In the 
dining-room—went upetairs to see how hie patient 
was, and then he found him, aa he first of all 
imagined, aaleep ; but on examization discovered 
that he was dead, and Mies Pedley thereupon 
called Lady Ingram, who had been in her room 
during all this time. As it happened, I was the 
next person to enter the bsronet’s apartment 
after Dr, Cartwright, and my first action was to 
look for the wili; but though I searched 
thoroughly, though I left no hole or corner un- 
examined, all my efforte were fatile, for the docu- 
ments had disappeared as completely as if it had 
sever existed |” 

He paused a moment and looked round. Ali 
the company regarded him with keenest attention, 
and it was evident followed his narrativegenuinely 


-interested, 


“Such a thing as a will could net go without 
hands to take ft,” he continued; “and as my 
client had not the strength to leave hie bed, and 
there were no scraps of torn paper abont, it 
seemed clear some one must have etolen it, I 
therefore made inquiries as to who had entered 
the room besween the hours of eleven.and twelve; 
but thelr reault only plunged the matter in 
deeper mystery, for the butler saye that, after 
witnessing his master’s signatare, he went into 
the front hall, and, instead of going to bed, sat 
in an armchair so as to be ia readiness if he 
should be required. Now in order to geb to that 
wing of the house where Sir Rupert's room Is 
situated one would have to pass through the 
hall, and Stone declares most positively that 


no one did se. Dz, Cartwright and I were | 


together all the time, and Lady Ingram, it seems, 
waa in her room, which is exactly opposite her 
late husband’s,” 

The inference to be drawn from the lawyer's 
lash sentence wae palpable enough, and a deep 
blash rose to Mildred’s cheek as she felt all eyes 
turned upon her, 

“Tam not tn » position to say more than that 
I have never seen the will,” she observed, with a 
certain dignity in her voice. 

‘« T suppose you have not a drafoof the missing 
document, Mr. Selwin!” asked Mr, March, one 
of the guests, 

The lawyer shook his head. : 

‘*No; bat I have a perfech recollection of the 
terme in which it was couched, and it seems to 
me I cannot do better than repeat them, ff only 
in justice to the memory of my late client. He 
left a thousand a-year to his wife, several small 
legacies to different servants, and the rest of his 
property, real and personal, to his cousin, Captain 
Rowland Ingram.” 

There was a dead silence, and the visitors ex- 
changed significant glances. They were for the 
most pars men psat mitdle age, landowners, 
country squires given to look upon the breeding 
of prize oxen and fat pigs as the highest object 
of life, and with very little sympathy to spare 
for romance, When thelr old friend, Sir Rapert, 
had married his protégéc, they shook their heads 
sagely, quoted one or two proverbs, and confided 
to each other the melancholy fact that, the 
Baronet had made a fool of himself, Naturally 
they were not fnclined to regard ths girl who had 
bewitched him with any particular degree of 
favour, and [t seemed clear enough to all that 
there could be no moral doubt as to her connec- 
tion with the disappearance of the will, 

Mildred, young as she was, wae yet observant 
enough to know in what direction thelr suspicions 
were tending, and to see as well how terribly 
circumstances were against her. She grew 
whiter and whiter, and Mr. March, who was, 
after all, a kind-hearted man, felt his heart 
relenting at the eight of ber loneliness and youth, 

* Perhaps,” he eald hastily bo the lawyer, 
* Sir Rapert altered his mind about the will, and 
destroyed it himself. Dying men are subject to 
strange caprices sometimes.” 

* That is the hypothesis on which I am acting ; 
although, candidly, I muzt confess I think It a 
very improbable one,” answered Mr, Selwin. 
‘True, there waa a lamp burning on the table at 
the bedalde, but there were no traces of burnt 
paper about, and such negative evidence seems to 


me strongly sgainst the supposition. However, 
as we cannot find the last will, we are forced to 
AF Pe 
upere’s marr an 

will at once read.” oy 

It was short and to the pont, and the relative 
positions of Mildred and Roland Iogram were 
tly reversed from what they would have been 
the later documents been forthcoming. He 
ee eae oan we Se ot 
to . 
ceased reading, Mildred rose, 
on the table asif to support 
but what she Intended 
to be heard, for the 
nerves, combined with en 
proved too much, q 
one side, and then 
faint. 
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in ber own room, 
bending over her, 
‘ts, aromatic vinegar, 
and customary paraphernalia 
tives, all of which she pat aside. 

"Tam quite well now,” she said, ‘I need not 
trouble you to stay any longer.” 

The fact was she wanted to be alone, in order 
that she might think over her position, and 
decide on her fature plan of action, 

That she was most awkwardly situated she 
did not attempt to disguise from herself, for she 
had been tacitly accused of a crime which she had 
no means of disproving, and,which would cast a 
shadow over the whole of her future life unless 
she could establish her innocence, 

The evenlug wae very hot, and here in her 
boudoir, the atriosphere seemed close and stifling. 
Mildred’s longing to get out Into the fresh air 
grew too strong to be resisted ; and so, putting on 
a hat, she alipped quietly down-stairs and into 
the grounds, unseen by any cf the servants, who 
= having a gossip on other side of the 

ouse. 

Not far from the Chase was a wood, through 
which a narrow path led, and here she betook 
herself, feeling pretty sure of belog free from 
intrusion, for the public were nob admitted 
within the enclosure. It was rather an uncon- 
ventional thing for her to be wandering about 
alone on the evening of her husband’s funeral, 
but Mildred knew very little of those small 
nglish custom, and, ib is to be 
feared, cared less, In this forest solitude, with 
pes ee dome of leaves above her head, and the 

velvet of moss beneath her feet, she could 
breathe more —o when she was Indoors ; 
but the more she ght over the events of the 
day the more difficult it seemed to her to come to 
any sort of decision. That Rowland Ingram 
should fnherid Ingram Chase she was aite 
resolved, but if she caused a deed of gift to be 
drawn up immediately it would do nothing 
towards iitting the cloud which hung over her 
own honour, 

“Tf I bad but someone to advice me—to tell 
me what I had better do!” she exclaimed, 
involuntarily, as she walked on, feeling relief in 
the mere exercke, for [t was the first time for 
weeks that she had been out of the house, An over- 
whelzing sense of loneliness fell upon her. She 
had absolutely no friend, norelative, Sir Rupert 
had supplied the place of both, and now that he 
was gone she was utterly alone. 

The wood wae-nota very extensive one, and, 
before long, Mildred had emerged from {t, and 
was standing on the edge of a cliff looking down 
below to where a brook ran nolslly along, bubbling 
and eddying amongst the stones that lay in its 
bed, and tossing up clouds of spray as it dashed 
over the waterfall alittle lowerdown. The descent 
was a eheer one of nearly a bundred feet, and the 
girl shuddered tly as she looked at those 
steep rocks, 64 ht to =. what the 
consequences of one step on own part 
would fnvolve, for with characteristic daring she 
preven up her position on the very edge of 


(To be continued.) 
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RalLway travelling fo Norway is cheaper than 





that in any other European country, 


THE MOST: NUTRITIOUS. 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


OCOA 


BREAKFAST—SUPPER. 





KEARSLEY’Si00 vears ee 


WIDOW ‘WELCH S 
FEMSLE. PILLS 


Awarded Certifioate of Merit for the cure of Irregalaritics 
and all Female Complaints. They have the approval of 
oe Beware mitations. The 


Profession. of I 
original arein White 2 Wrappers. Boum, 1A. ond 
Te ey pase 1d os Bh mtamen; by the makers, O.amd @. RMA RAL ET 
or 34 stam) 6 108 . . ; 
17, Months Btrect, Wastuinstes, Sold in the Colonies. 








SILVER QUEEN CYCLES 


Ox Mowrnty Payments. 
ous stock. New and 

DY iSite Cereago te 
° e paid 

} iirmnepuasdeimioe. 
(\7,. Tilustrated Price 
vs ts Post Free TO 
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ANY ADDRESS.—Tuz Siver Querw Ovoie Co., 
5 London, W. 


















For 
Indigestion, 
Headache, 
Biliousness, 
Constipation, 
Sea Sickness. 
INVALUABLE 
For Lapzs. 


@. Whelpton & Son, $ veamat darken oN 


TRAVELLERS who have returned from the heart 
of Africa and the Australian continent tell 


























spproplated for the purpose, and sometimes 
pg noe ad {s called, Bat though asl. 
the as Ib - 
men of the Australian colonies are the very 
lowest fn the scale of Ignorance, they possess ® 
rare instinct that equals thah of many animale, 
and Js in {ts way as wonderful as man’s reason. 
Tt te almost impossible for them to be lost. 
Even {f they be led away from their home biind- 
folded for miles, when released they will unerr- 
ingly turn fo the right direction, and make their 
way to thelr nest , and though these are 
all very similar, they never make a mistake, 
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FACETLE. 


Hz: If we were not In a boat, I would kies 
sou.” She: "Take me ashore inctantly, air!” 

Boras: ™ Clothes do not make the man.” 
Dobbs: “ No, but many a lawyer has been made 
by s good suit,” 

Customer : “Mother wante a nice plump 
chicken, please.” Shopman: "Traseed}" Cas- 
tomer: * Oh, no ; I’m going to pay for it!” 

Witte; “Are you the nearest relative I’ve 
got, mamma?” Mother: “Yes, love; and your 
pa fz the closest relative you’ve got.” 

Miss Kurvisu : '' Really and truly, Miss Eider, 
did you ever receive s proposal of " 
Mies Eider: “ Well, I’m not married, am 14’ 

_ See (passionately): ‘‘ Will you ever love 
another, dearest 7’ He (wearlly): “ No, never, 
if I get ont of this affair alive,” 

Lity: “* Jack proposed to me while 
the music forme at the plano,” Elsie: " Ab, 
see ; you played right into his hands.” 

Wixon: “I don’t mean to reflect on your 
character ab all, but——” Nixon: *' Of course 
you don’t, You're not oright enough to reflect 
op anyone,” 

“Was she a trained nurse?” “She must 
have been. She hadn't been on the ‘ Maine’ a 
week before she was engaged to the richest 
patient,” 

Miss Tirty: “My doctor says I ought to alt 
still as lopg as I can and not exert myself.” Miss 
Season : “ Weil, that won’t be so hard. You 
can still go to dances,” 

‘Sie married him in order to be revenged on 
her rival.” ‘Ab! Then vengeance was hers,” 
“No, It only took two months of married iffe 
to convince her that vengeance was her rival’s.’’ 

Bacueton Frrexp: “You complain of the 
expense of a “typewriter. Why don’s you get 
your wife to do it?" Heupecked Married Man: 
“T can’t dictate to my wife.” 

Hussy: “ Belinda, what makes you so crazy 
about Oriental rage and draperies?” Wife: 
‘Why, the dustier and dingler they get the 
more Oriental they look,” 

Husband: ‘ Mary, now you’re In a good 
humour, tell me why you don’t blow up the girls 
as you do me?” : “Oh, there’s a very 
good reason for that—they won’t stand It,’’ 

Patience: “ Won't you ask her to sing for us! 
You know she'll never do any that I ask 
wat Patrice ; “Then ]'d rather have you ask 

er.” 


Sus: " says she knows that when we are 
married fw Toa 


ebe aad pa do.” He: “No, indeed, Your ma 
is right.” She: ‘‘ Yes, she says she is sure you'll 
be easier to manage than psa is," 

Wire: “Harry, my new frock is either per- 
fectly stugning or eles it fs hideous.” Harry : 
“How do you know!” Wife: “I met Edith 
Binks when I was ont and she didn’s even men- 
tion ft,” ui 

Mrs. gy wierd “Hes Mr, Orimsonbeak 
got home for dinner yet, Bridget?” ‘No, 
mum.” ‘I thought I heard hia downstairs,” 
"Sure that was the dog ‘you heard fs 
mum,” 

Bzown : ‘I thought of buying that seaside 
property, but I’d like to get some Information 
about the place 


Farmer: “ Yes, I want a man, Are you a} 
good jamper!” Applicant: “‘Jamper? Well, | 
yes.” “You could jemp a barbed-wire fence | 
without much trouble, I 3s’ 2” “Um-I | 
a’pose so.” ** Well, that’s all right, then ; you'll | 
do. You see some of our bulla is a leetle wild.” | 

THEY were speaking of the helreas. ‘After | 
she had married him,” said the romantic girl, | 
“J understand that she diecovered the had | 
thrown herself away.” “ After she had married 
him,” returned the practical girl, ‘she found | 
that she had thrown her money away, which Ic , 
far more important.” 

Wire: “ Dear me, {t's a rainy Saturday, and | 
Ili bave the children racing about the house all | 
dey aud breaking things.” Husband: “ What | 
have you usually done on rainy Saturdays!” | 
Wile: “I have usually sent them in to play with 
Mrs, Jenkinson’s children, bat she has moved | 
away.” . 

** Some people have very crude_notions of the | 
way it is permissible to act in a civilized country. 
What a disgusting thing the starting of that | 
report of Cortley’s death was!” Yes, confound | 
it! 1 went around for nearly half a day telilog | 


what an excellent fellow he was before 1, 
out that the report was antrue.” 
Papa: “By the way, who is the lady that | 


Mrs, Srayxens: “I wish to get a house ln a 
gulet neighbourhood.” Agent: “ Yes, madam ; 
we can accommodate you. I have @ vacant 
house in a street which is sa quiet ss a Sabbath 
morn ali the year round. No barking doge, no 
children, no nuisance of any kind.” Mrs. 
Spankers: ‘Tunt’s exactly what I want, How 
lucky I happened te come to you! How many 
rooms has iti’? Agent: “Ten.” Mrs. Spankers : 
“That's jast right. We need a good deal of 
room. We have nine children, I hope there’s 
pace at the back for a dog-houss, We have 


6 
| three.” 


“Parpon me,” sald the polite highwayman, 
“bat I musp ask you to atand- and deliver,’ 
Ths coach stepped. The door opened with sur- 
prising alacrity, and a young woman with a very 
large hat stepped out into the middle of the 
moonlight. In her hand she held » smal! leather- 
covered box. ‘Here they are!” ashe said, 
cheerfally, “What!” eald the highwoymen. 
“My diamondsg said the lady, “I am ao 
actresz, you know, and——" The highwayman 
leaped upon his horse. “ Madame,” said he, 
removing his hat gracefully, ‘you must excuse 
me; I may be a highwayman, but I am not an 
advertisement,” 


A DRUNKEN man reeled {a at the open door of 


to us 8 we left the carrisge !” Dorothy : | a mission-hall, sank down on a back bench, and 
“The one with the black silk skirt, the rose | felj asleep. A tempershoe mosting was going on, 
petticoat, plaid silk walet, purple collarette with | and the minister, who was addressing an as- 
sliver clasp, tan coat, black hat with purple tips, | sembly of young tote! abstalners, asked all to 


jog a silver-trimmed card-case?” Papa: 


carry 
“Yes.” Dorothy: “I don’t know. I jast caught | 
| the minister sald ; ‘Now is there anyone presend 


& glimpse of her,” 
Jonzs: ‘*You don’t mean to asy you have 


made all these improvements yourself} I thought | 


you were only a tenant.” Smith: “I am.” 
Jones: “ Well, if I were in your place, I would 


stand up who intended to lead sober lives. They 
rose <n masse When they were again seated, 


who does not mean to live soberly and abetain 
from the accureed drink? I? ao, let him stand 
up!” The elegper had just awoke, and, heartog 


| the worde, * Stand up,” eteggered to hie feer, 


send for the landlord and let him see the expense | Looking round, he saw everyone seated but bia- 
int have put to on ft.’ Smith: ‘‘The land- | self and the minister. ‘ Wo), sir,” he remarked 
# Mercy! Don’t let him know I bave im- | amfably, “ we seem to be votia’ about somethin’. 


proved his property.” Jones: “ And why not!’’ | I don’t know what It fs; but you and me are In 


Smith: ‘ He would ralse the rent.” 


the minority!” 





You wish the Best P 


CALVERT’S 


CARBOLIC PREPARATIONS 


THE BEST DISINFECTANTS, 
THE BEST SOAPS, 
THE BEST DENTIFRICES, 


THE BEST OINTMENT. 


WBA PPP PPP DPI DDD PDP DD LP LD LDL 


. ‘They have been Awarded 100 Gold and Silver Medais 
and Diplomas for Superior Excellence, and should be used 
In every Household to prevent infectious Diseases. 


Can be obtained at Chemists, Grocers, Stores, &c. 


BUYERS ARE WARNED AGAINST INFERIOR IMITATIONS, WHIGH ARE NUMEROUS. 
Tilustrated List Post Free on Application. 
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daughters will, according to 6 














TsaR Nicsonas has established a fund of 
£50,000 to relieve journalists and authors, in 
diptress, and to provide for thelr widows and 
orphane when they die. 


Tus. Duchess of Saxe-Coburg and. her 

present arrange- 
mente, leave England at the end of the present 
month, 

Tue German Emperor bas promoted the Grand 
Dake of Heese to the rank of fail General in the! 
German Army, The Grand Dake Ernest, who! 
entered the Army In 1536. was advanced to the’ 


gavk of Colonel direotiy after. the death of the} 


Grand Dake Lewis, and he afterwards became 
General of Cavalry. 

Tue Emperor of Rasela has issued a ukase 
poaltively probiiitiog baccarat, which ig no longer 
to be played within his domioions, even tn 
private houses, Bacearat having been for many’ 
years the favourite game at 8b. Petersburg, the 
order has caused general consternation, 

Prrvorss “BRATRICE Or ConuRd Is fast 
up, of course, and ib may be safely asenumed that 
the question of her marriage fs now being dis- 
cussed, The Dachees of Coburg Ie a great 
believer In early marriages, and ft is an yas 
secret, too, that she has determined that all her 
daughters shall marry elther princes or 
those who will relgn. So far she has carried out 
her Intention, and now only Princesse Beatrice 
remains to be rangée. Rumour asserts that she 
would nob be averse to a German alliance that 
would altimately give her youngest daughter the 
Lighest posftion of all her children. 

Mvc# Ioteresh attaches to the coming of the 
young Crown Prince of Germany on a visit to 
his great-grandmother, the Qaeen, this month, 
To begin with, 1b will be the Prince’s first vielt to 
this country a3 & young man ; then, of course, it 
isextremely In beresting that our beloved Soverelgn 
should thus be able to eutertain a great-grand- 
son Of almost marriageable age; and, y> 
his coming may be the means of farther asacclat- 
ing him with the country to which his grand- 
pee the Empress Frederick, belongs. For 

Crown Prince will go by special invitation on 
4 visit to his great-uncle, the Dake of Connanght, 
oo it fs easy'to divine to what this visit may 
ead to, 

THe German Emperor not only made the 
pilgrimage of the sage, but he intends to hand 
down a memorial of {) for the benefit of fature 
generations, He haa commissioned He:r Ismael 
Gentz, the famous Gorman painter of Oriental 
Ilfe, to execute a serlea of pictures commemorative 
of the Imperial! visit to Palestine last year. These 
pletures, which will contain a hundred portraits 
of personages who formed the Kaiser's escort, 
will be placed in the National Guillery in Berlin, 
where there is already a large painting represent- 
fing the Emperor Frederick's entry into Jeru- 
salera, Thiy ploture was painted by the father of 
Herr Iamael Gentz 

THE Prince and Princesse of Wales are to 
feave Marlborough House for the season on 
Monday, the 30th Inst, accompanied by Prin. 
coas Victoria, when they will proceed to Good- 
wood on @ visit to the Dake of Richmond and 
Lady Caroline Gordon: Lennox, ~ The Pace 
and Princess of Wales will travel from . Victoria 
by special train to Drayton, and drive thence to 
Good wood, and on Friday, August 3rd, they will 
leave after the races and proceed by 
train from Chichester to Portsmouth, where they 
are to join the Royal yacht Osborne for convey- 
ance to Cowes. The Prince of Wales ts to stay 
im the Solent for about ten days, and will then 
proceed to Marienbad, The Princees~ will go 
to Denmark on a two-months’ visit. to King 
Christian at the chA-eau of Bernatorf, where 
the Dowager Empress of Russia, the Dake 
and Dachew of Cumberiand, and other 
merabers of the Royal Family are also expscted, 
The Prince of Wales will probably return to 
Einogiand fn time-for Donesster racea, which 
begin this year on Taestay, September 11th, 
aud afterwards he will go to Scotland on his 
annual visite to Balmoral and Mar Lodge. 





Tosacco seeps are so minute that » thimble- 
fal will furnish euough plants. for an acre of 


Tue difference between the tallest and 
shortest races in the world fs 1ft, 4jin,, and 
the average height ds 5tt, 54{n, 

A ramovs, musician ssys that 50 per cent. 
of the Germans understand muaic ; 16 per cent. 
of the French, and 2 per cent. of the English. 





GEMS. 


Ir ts only by looking an evil fully in the face, 
neither magnifying nor fits real ~ 
ge that we oan obtain the requisite 

avold {t, or the courage to ‘vanquish {t, or 
the fortitude to endure iti’ © 

THERE AP eaittee —e or mushy anes 

uine toality. It is “strong, sane, an 
Sune Never for an Instant does tt part 
company with common-sense, In ° ed, 
reserved manner ft lives ite life, 


i 


Acmvs industry, at first paitifal and ‘arduous, 
unfolds onr powers, and coms to be the source 
of keenest satisfaction. Parity of thongbt, 
word, and deed, sought at first from a know- 


ledge of tts teousness, comes at last to be 
et alr which ‘the spirit © loyer- to 
8, 


Epucanion ‘does not man teaching people 
to know what they do not know, It means 
teaching them to ve as they do not be- 
have, Is is painful, continual aud difficuld work to 
be done by kindness, by watching, by warning, 
by precept, and “by ‘praise; but above all, by 
example, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


CuocotaTe Carawerts.—Two enps granulated 
suger, half-cup of milk, two ounces of butter, 
three ounces of grated unsweetened chocolate. 
Place in a saucepan over the firs and boll to a 
crack, Then add one teaspoonfal vanilla and 
pour in shallow buttered pans, When cool cut 
into. squares and wrap into buttered or wax 
paper. 

Home mabe Gincer Bzern —Pat the rind and 
jalce of two lemons In a large earthenware pan, 
with one ounce of sugar, which must be well 


bruieed-so'as to extract all the favour, Add one }: 


ounces of cream of tartar and three pounds of 
loaf augar. Pour on them three gallons of boiling 
water, and when this {a nearly cold, put in two 
large tablespoonfals of brewer's yeast, or two 


} ounces of compressed yeast—the latter must be 


putin a ttle basin with two teaspoonfuls of 
castor sugar, and worked with a wooden spoon 
till Mquid, ‘then sdded. Stir all well, cover ft, 
and let it stand fn a warm place till the next 
day. Then skim. off the yeast and bottle at once, 
taking care to leave the sediment behind, Cork 
tightly, and in four days it will be ready for use. 
Oarugat Sour —Tqo carrots, one middling- 
sized tarnip, three onlons, three tablespoonfals 
pomme two cances butter, ang celery, tea- 
peppercorns, some , two veaspoon- 

falw salt, ten bi Is water. Soak the 
oatmeal and put It aside. Slice the vegetables 
up finely, wash them very well, pat the butter in 


the pot and let {t melt, put in all the; 
vogutablos 


and let them cook in the butter, stirring 
often ; = leb them orgy hago a 
water, t an 
boll for two bean Then add the soaked oatmeal 
and bol] for the three-quarters of an hour, oe 
strain the soup through a sieve, rubbiog part o 
it through ; return ‘to the pot, add the parsley, 
very finely chopped up; simmer a few minutes 
longer and ft ts ready. 
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SOCINTY, STATISTICS. MISCELLANEOUS, 


Ispiarnveegr mails are a novelty In Germany. 
bs Lmpeyessia laces where metallic nails would 
e, 


A cvarovs criminal law exists ia Greece, A 
man who is there sentenced to death awalts two 
years before the execution of the sentence, 


(Ortness 


he meer Seeies 
the streets : 

an Open um merry om end in comaiatence 
with the | removed. © . 


A mustarD Por whith does not require the use 
of diepocn has been fuvented inGertiinys) The 
mustard is supplied throvgh a little eprout by 
pressare on a spring. _? 


Ecyrnants have only eight teeth—two below 
and two above on each sidé, An elephant’s 
“baby teeth ”’ fall ont whén the animal fs about 
fourteen years old, and a asw set grows, : _ 

Barr: Morar, in Switzerland, -has the enrious 


property of-tarning red every ten years owing to 
the of certain aquatic plants which are 
-pot in any other-iake in the world, 


‘Swaxes of all size abound in the Samatra 
jangles, Monster lizards are there,’ measuring 
atx ft; and seven ft,. The house Mzard ts about 

, and makes.a nolse like the 
bark of a toy. 


A compustreLe clay hae been discovered. The 
working people in the subarbs of Baku make use 
offit as fuel. The clay is burned tn the form of 
powder, and gives « bluish flame of great Inten- 
sity. There is no sign of emoke, 

Onx of the attractions of the Parls Exposition 


been 
cuble metres. of water, around; 


large clty. The miniature boats attempt 
a . attemp 
ape he clty, bat are repuleed by the feed 
dito Sn She pach, mists, Hee fe 90emh om 
boapenter evga nya caches droie 
their with bo of the city 
or ports, The spectacle fp viewed from ® stand 


neceskary Mancuvres ; to » the discharge 
of the guns, blank — iepiinnae ere 
amall pistol, , ars 
caneienene he incandescent Astributed 


Wen confections began’ to “be concocted in 
Eagland somewhere about-five buudred years 
‘they asiumed a medival form, Apothecartes, 

* potions were at one time very generally 
supposed to be efficacious just as 
they were horribly-nasty, took to the newly 
{mported sugar as a means of mitigating the 
nanseousness of thelr doses, They mixed their 
drugs with {> and coated thelr boluses, Tha’ 
seems to have been the origin of the siraps and 
medicated candies, the | drops end lozenges 
of one sort and another that are now 50 ey, in 
demand, Tha. weet erigrealy, spent b the 
doctors, and for many years sll sorta of ® loll’: 





sweet staff of the confectiouer. ; 
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KOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Cnavps.—Laing’s Nek is in North Natal. 

Isaac.—Lay the matter before the police. 

8. C.—Consult a miniater or school agency. 

Aur.—Any good cycle dealer could supply you. 

Qussti0ne,—No, but you might see a solicitor. 

L, J.—A widow is not responsible for the maintenance 
of her stepebildren, 


H. R.—Of course 
and enforce pa: 


way is to introduce the 
qubaantetelige 


H.—We know of-no course of at Why uot ask 
scnecne tn that ovpation. ab 
DisaPpornTzp.—The only advice we can give is to take 
them back $0 the manufacturer. ; 
¥. 0.—Remove the slats, and wrap the ends of each 
in paper ; then wedge them tightly into place. 
Pagan 2m Ai pe on thy men 40mm aaa 
boiling point, and keep it simmering for an hour. 
GrraLpie.—To renovate jot trimming brush well 
with a soft brusb, and polish with a plove of velvet. 
May.—There is better than rosewater and 
glycerine, or cr camphor and called cam phor-ice. 
Manen.--38 Boeke Be pemeoliy yocent Sas yon te write 
te Bo pemmnaen aking Oe au explanation, which is 
certainly your 
A. F.—The | Ad 
portion of the starch into 
partly digested food. 
Hovsrwirs.—Hot water in which soda has been 
dissolved should be poured down every day, and some 
disinfectant every few days. 
A. J.—The oxalic acid alone will do prepared. in the 


we and dilated with water, bat once it 
7 Laas Weck, eponge 8 out ‘ : 


can hold him to his agreement, 


bread is to convert a 
» thus making it a 


a) eapital of the 
sailed. that 
Sub EEs 


XN. remus eed with hot ham 7 Spe Tak 
Shut 
when 
give 


H. "tik aa tds badd Vol 
hin fom taking» part tn any Tolghoue 
ren gc sicy. + Bas 

rindly, Set doce oc 
be cruel to him 
never intend to let him realizo. . 

M. M.—First ae 
with a soft 
ra area 

"csr Bon 
Pp panty of en, 
pe ‘when it will 


ase rapped pet, toe 


cs ene, Abe 


Trans: 
pada ee 


half ap hour, 
ed 


oe 


mo 


come tae 


yea bl s aca ape . 


sae ret 


iro sith ‘hin. apoiy tthe 


me 


etter a an rdes of srguration 





Corstant READER. 
pod. Hey engh 
should be 


ous 


ond aint. sad chewhdl then be 
ther reliable 


fas ie kept nee toes 

refuse 

washed eh with strong soda 
aprinkled with carbolfe 


D. B.—The word “epicure ” is 


& famous Greek. 
Seok See sini oe ned 


, who has been regarded us| f 
volaptuousness, an 
who is who ts devoted | to to luxurious 


ome Boney {ators 
Beas London, 8.W., 


a. "2, 6-~Brot with 7 


excellen Pf 
Let it yi 
dry on. om, ana 








Manon, 
psy 


acca tats ako Ween 





a sa 


wweetheart. Do not let yourself be 


od ve or, we feel sure, you will live to 


Durerssep Morum. ~The do cure fi he tran 
peirmes wy tes. bg ot thing 
te ot tend. Phe 


B, &—Thero iano way which you can tals an 


to New South Wales 


; as for what may 


out we are unable to say, but 
ine Shak oe Oe tos pen anciee af 


to the captain of any 





G. B.—Thero is no trustworthy sgency in this 
jensiee eed which situations in South Africa can 
be obtained, and if you go out at all it must be om the 
mines of inding something to do, which is rather a 
—. procedure in view of the stato of affairs there just 
now; communicate meanwhile with Government 
— Information Office, 31, Broadway, London, 


Ri Svuescrizer.—Get « quite clean piece of 
reg, dip it in spirits of turpentine, aud rub collar 
thoroughly. Leave it for ten minutes, then rub well 

turpentine again, scraping very carefully, if 
, to remove any loose dirt. Then sponge yet 
but with aloohol or chloroform this time, 
Hang in an airy place for an hour or 


E. B.—Sir Redvers Buller ontered the Army in 1855 + 
he served in China, aleo With Red River Expedition, in 
, and Zulu wars; Lord Roberts entered 

the cone, Geen 


yah om vp! earlier than Baller, 
throughout le of the "Indian Mutiny, com 
manded the “Gabel field force im 1880; the Gandahar 
force at the end of same year, alsoin Afghanistan, and 

was commander-in-chief tn India from 1885 to ined 5 
bie service bas altogether been rauch more 

at, aa we might alsd add, dangerous ae 
m1 


PB, any ~The best way to remove of] from ts is 

poy ag rpontine — the soiled spot and rub it until 
“oe te dry with a of ts white flannel. If the 
Tt the turpentine | ato, repent Sedke re avcah, oe te 

6 turpen: 8 at once to a greasy # 

will easily come oct ; but the longer it is allowed to 
remain on, the more difficult it is to remove. A sim 
way to remove grease spots from wallpaper is to hok 
piece of clean blotting-paper over the ~~. and press : 
woderately warm fiatiron over *. Repeat the operation 
until ali the grease is out. 


0. L—1. To make chogojate iis take one cup of 

cream, and two —_ of powdered sugar. in @ vesse? 

— water, and poll until stiff. Into another 

water set a ball. cup of grated chocolate, 

od ‘et t it melt. Roll the sugar into balls, and dip into 

the chocolate, and then set away to edol. 2 To candy 

nonts, take three eups of sugar and one cup of water, 

ad ‘until the ome hardens when ple 4 in ae. 

then flavour with lomon. sugar most not boll 

the lemon is put in. Put a nut on the end aemen 

iz , and then turn the suar on the needle 

until itis cool. If the candy gete oold, set on the stove 
for a few minutes. 


Oxy Reaper.—Saturating an article In salts of lemon, 
lemon-juice and salt, and drying in the sun, will « flace 
most a inelud ink and fron rust, from white 
fabrics, If the fabriods coloured the acid will remove 
the colour as well as the stain. Oxalic acid is still more 
powerful for the bor gh tga Alter using it waak 
the article, or the acid ivjnre the fabric. Ammonia 
will reatore colour which has been taken out by acide, 
When, however, the acid has been used to remove a 
stain the spot often reappears, as well as the restored 
colour. French chalk inet the fie for grease ta. 
Get the chalk in the stone, as the powder i _ 'y is 
aduiterated, and ecrape it on Sees spot un is well 

covered. we the chalk on until it Shoorts tho 
ny Two or three applications often are necessar 

lod sp Brush the chalk off ae each 
‘ore renewing it, and use plenty of tt. 

R. N.—The red nose is caused by the engorgement of 

ae finer capiliiaries with which this organ is sw 


A magnifying glass shows the little Syne distended in 


parallel Ines. They become ao dilated an so much 
of their elasticity that the blood eas fr in them, 
filling and {lating them still more, The use of aloo- 
holic drink fluches these vessels. Anything which 
with the proper circulation of the Sood in 
the body gives alike result, A caterrhal Tanto “ 
the stomach, produced by indfgestion and dy 
acte in the same raanner, The nose and the sto 
th — grant sympathy with each other. The omen 
Pich and greasy food, over-ea! , and over-indu 
gence are written in the face, and ip its most prominent 
eature. Jt le as if it waved the red flag of warning. 
Some writers attribute red noses to tight lecing, and 
also to wearing tight: shoes, This is so. The oonstric 
tion of any portion of the body is detrimental to the 
health, = the reduction of the girth of the waist by 
an inch or two, and the feet by a siac or two will hurt 
the health. It is well to bear in mind, too, that lack 
7 co agg as well as over-feeding, will make the 
nose red, 
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A NOVEL WASHING 

PREPARATION, 

POSSESSING THE 

HIGHEST DETERGENT 

PROPERTIES IN A 

CONCENTRATED 

FORM. INVALUABLE 

FOR THE BATH, FOR 

THE TOILET, FOR 

SHAMPOOING, FOR 

HAIRWASH, FOR WASHING FLANNELS, WOOLLENS, BLAN- 
KETS, JERSEYS, SWEATERS, HOSIERY, LACE CURTAINS, de., de. 





Soid by all Grocers and Oiimen. 


LUX Manufactured by 
LIGHTENS « LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, 
LABOUR. Port Sunlight, Cheshire. 


KEEPS THE SKIN COOL PEPPER'S | TONIC 
im ax | It entirely re- 
& REFRESHED ree on HEAT, 


. ets RR IRRITATION, | cures svainmamete HYSTERIA, ny oe COMPLAINT 
| s. 
s\ HEAT OF SUMMER, SUNBURN, RED- SHILLING BOTTLES. 


\ \ & j A 
We Hae NESS, ROUGH | 2 amen GEE 
\ as csrag Z\ p NESS, eto., and SHILLING 
keeps the SKIN 
delicately SOFT, BOTTLES. 
SMOOTH an 
WHITE at all A SPOTLESS SKIN. 
‘Seasons. A BEAUTIFUL OOMPLEXION. 
Bottles 6d. & ts, 5 BRUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. ENTIRELY FADE AWAY. 
- . Hal 
iD an - 
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